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Thank  You,  Harriett  Connor 

To  my  mind,  LINK  is  one  of  the  finest  magazines  that  comes  across  my  desk.  It 
is  fine  writing;  it  is  great  inspiration.  When  I  finish  with  any  "desk  copies,"  I  share 
them  with  our  library  here  (Winchester,  Mass.).  I  occasionally  use  your  material  and 
I  hope  I  send  marked  copies.  Many  thanks. 

—Harriett  Connor,  Editor,  28  Church  St.,  Room  14,  Winchester,  Mass.  01890. 

We  Are  Grateful 

Please  accept  the  enclosed  check  from  our  Chaplains'  Fund  in  appreciation  of 
your  continued  interest  in  our  Domiciliary  members.  Your  fine  booklet,  THE  LINK, 
is  enjoyed  by  all.  With  all  good  wishes  for  a  successful  year. 

—  Chaplain  Clarence  H.  Thaden,  V.  A.  Center,  Wilshire  and  Sawtelle  Blvds., 
Los  Angeles,  Calif.  90073 

Many  Thanks 

On  behalf  of  the  Protestant  Chapel  congregation  of  Naval  Station,  San  Diego, 
please  accept  the  contribution  for  the  continued  ministry  to  Armed  Forces  Person- 
nel throughout  the  world. 

We  appreciate  the  literature  such  as  THE  LINK  magazine  which  you  make 
available  to  Armed  Forces  personnel  without  remuneration.  May  this  check  for 
$50.00,  in  some  small  way,  enable  you  to  continue  this  ministry. 

— CDR  Ernest  M.  Reagan,  Jr.,  CHC,  USN,  Naval  Station,  San  Diego,  Calif.  92136 
(The  above  two  letters  please  us  because  these  two  groups  are  helping  us  to  under- 
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By  Nancy  Peerman 


WHEN  I  was  very  small,  I 
thought  that  by  closing  my 
eyes  I  could  become  invisible — what 
I  didn't  see  couldn't  see  me.  Soon 
I  grew  too  wise  to  believe  this,  so  I 
tried  to  hide  from  people  behind  a 
mask,  an  image  that  I  created.  For, 
even  as  a  child  I  did  not  trust 
others,  and  the  safest  way  to  avoid 
being  hurt  was  to  refuse  to  allow 
anyone  to  see  the  real  me.  Gradu- 
ally I  became  skilled  in  doing  and 
saying  the  right  thing,  of  being 
able  to  project  an  image  of  a  perfect 
little  lady. 

If  the  world  seemed  a  cold  place, 
I  found  warmth  in  my  church.  In 
the  beauty  and  dignity  of  the  wor- 
ship service  I  felt  at  home.  I  really 
looked  forward  to  Sunday  morning. 
But  as  I  look  back  I  realize  that 
because  I  loved  the  church  I  simply 
accepted  its  teachings  about  God 
the  Father,  God  the  Son,  and  God 


the  Holy  Ghost.  I  never  made  a 
conscious  choice  about  my  own 
beliefs;  I  just  sang  in  the  choir, 
belonged  to  the  young  people's 
fellowship,  and  loved  the  church. 

My  college  years  challenged  many 
ideas  I  had  simply  accepted.  I 
plunged  into  the  sorority  social 
life  and  I  found  that  I  had  many 
new  moral  choices  to  make.  In  the 
classroom  a  philosophy  professor 
posed  this  question  to  us:  If  God  is 
all  good,  and  this  is  his  world,  why 
is  everything  in  such  a  mess?  I 
couldn't  answer  it,  but  I  did  know 
the  world  was  in  a  mess.  Almost 
every  week  there  was  a  farewell 
party  for  a  boy  going  to  Korea  to 
fight  and  maybe  be  killed.  I  real- 
ized, too,  that  as  a  person  I  was  in 
trouble  because  my  attempts  to 
hide  from  people  had  isolated  me 
from  them.  I  was  lonely. 

Marriage  promised  to  be  an  end 


to  loneliness  and  I  eagerly  looked 
for  my  Prince  Charming.  Finally 
during  my  junior  year  I  met  a 
young  man  just  back  from  the  Air 
Force.  Bob  Peerman  seemed  to  ful- 
fill all  the  dreams  that  I  had,  and 
incredibly,  he  fell  in  love  with  me. 
Soon  after,  we  were  married.  But  I 
wondered  if  I  could  live  up  to  the 
image  he  had  of  me,  for  I  had  been 
careful  to  do  and  say  the  right 
thing  with  him.  As  we  began  a  life 
together  I  determined  to  be  the 
perfect  wife. 

Well,  I  wasn't,  of  course.  But  I 
gave  it  a  good  try.  Marriage  didn't 
solve  any  problems;  it  simply  added 
a  few  more  to  the  list.  The  com- 
plexity of  the  close  relationship 
with  Bob  demanded  a  great  deal 
from  me.  I  concluded  that  marriage 
was  a  disappointment.  Perhaps 
motherhood  was  fulfillment  for  a 
woman,  and  sol  was  delighted  with 
the  birth  of  our  first  child.  It  was 
not  until  a  nurse  brought  me  my 
son  that  I  realized  that  I  had  never 
before  held  a  baby.  Nothing  in  my 
experience  as  an  only  child  had 
prepared  me — I  didn't  know  what 
you  did  with  babies.  In  time  I 
learned  and  I  loved  my  little  boy, 
but  I  had  to  admit  that  mother- 
hood was  not  as  fulfilling  as  I  had 
hoped  it  would  be.  It  really  was  a 
lot  of  hard  work! 

AFTER  the  birth  of  another  son 
.  two  years  later,  I  began  to 
look  outside  my  home  for  what  was 
missing  in  my  life.  My  husband 
was  successful  in  the  home-build- 
ing business  and  we  were  able  to 
afford   most   of  the  things   we  had 
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always  wanted.  Because  I  had  lived 
in  the  same  community  all  my  life, 
we  enjoyed  a  measure  of  social 
acceptance  that  meant  we  were 
invited  to  the  best  parties.  I  be- 
longed to  enough  good  and  worth- 
while organizations  to  fill  up  my 
time  with  ceaseless  activity.  At 
least  I  didn't  have  to  think  much. 

In  the  midst  of  our  social  life  I 
found  that  a  martini  eased  some 
of  the  strain  that  I  felt  with  other 
people.  After  drinking  a  second  one, 
I  felt  as  though  I  had  no  problems 
at  all.  The  great  tranquilizer  re- 
volution had  begun,  so  if  I  felt 
nervous  during  the  day  I  could  take 
a  Miltown.  I  suppose  that  in  a 
corner  of  my  mind  I  was  aware  that 
this  was  a  dangerous  way  to  live, 
but  nothing  seemed  important 
enough  for  me  to  give  up  the 
anesthesia  of  the  martinis  and 
the  Miltown.  I  knew  it  was  probably 
just  a  matter  of  time  before  I  skid- 
ded down  to  the  bottom  of  the  dark 
tunnel  of  too  many  martinis  too 
often. 

Sure  enough,  my  crisis  came, 
and  when  I  had  come  through  it 
I  was  left  with  nothing  except 
pieces  of  the  mask  I  had  worn  so 
long.  I  was  a  frightened  little  girl 
who  didn't  know  who  she  was  or 
what  she  was  going  to  do  with  the 
rest  of  her  life.  I  began  trying  to 
pick  up  the  pieces,  with  the  help 
of  my  bewildered  husband  who  had 
seen  his  perfect  wife  disappear. 

Where  does  one  turn  for  help  in 
this  psychological  age  except  to 
a  psychiatrist?  I  began  the  painful 
process  of  probing  the  meaning  of 
my    feelings    and    my    reactions.    I 


When  God  is  real  to  you,  he  can  melt  away  crushing  loneliness 


was  disappointed  at  first  because 
my  sessions  with  the  psychiatrist 
did  not  go  as  I  had  imagined  they 
would.  I  thought  he  would  tell  me 
what  my  problems  were  and  what 
to  do  about  them.  Instead,  we  ex- 
plored together  some  of  my  fears 
and  dilemmas.  Slowly  I  began  to 
acquire  a  certain  understanding 
of  my  psychological  make-up. 

By  this  time  my  church  was  a 
frustration  to  me.  The  calm  and 
joy  I  found  there  on  Sunday  morn- 
ing no  longer  made  a  difference  on 
Monday.  Very  early  in  our  marriage 
I  had  shoved  my  husband  into  the 
Episcopal  Church.  When  he  had 
done  what  I  wanted  and  been  con- 
firmed, he  pretty  much  dismissed 
the  whole  idea  of  religion.  He  re- 
garded church-going  as  a  crutch 
for  weak  people.  I  had  continued 
to  attend,  but  now  during  this  re- 
evaluation  of  myself  I  knew  I  could 
no  longer  borrow  on  the  beliefs  of 
my  church.  I  had  to  admit  I  wasn't 
sure  about  God  much  less  someone 
called  the  Son  of  God. 

PART  of  my  emotional  rehabili- 
tation involved  doing  without 
the  martinis  and  the  Miltown.  I 
was  left  with  a  lot  of  time  to  be 
filled.  I  began  to  read  a  good  deal, 
as  I  had  done  when  I  was  growing 
up.  I'd  come  home  from  the  public 
library  with  an  enormous  stack  of 
books.  One  day  I  checked  out  C.  S. 
Lewis'  Mere  Christianity,  which  I 
found  to  be  fascinating  reading. 
But    the    Christianity    Lewis     was 


talking  about  was  a  mystery  to  me. 
He  said  that  a  person  had  to  de- 
cide who  Jesus  of  Nazareth  really 
was.  Was  he  a  lunatic,  a  rabble- 
rouser,  a  religious  fanatic?  Or  could 
one  take  him  for  what  he  claimed 
for  himself,  in  some  way  God  and 
man?  I  did  not  know. 

Soon  after,  a  sister-in-law  of 
mine  lent  me  a  copy  of  J.  B.  Phillips 
translation  of  the  New  Testament. 
I  was  not  sure  I  wanted  to  read  it, 
because  I  had  taken  a  Bible  course 
in  college  and  I  had  already  read 
the  Bible.  But  I  found  myself  skim- 
ming through  the  pages  of  it,  de- 
lighted with  the  freshness  of  the 
contemporary  words.  And  I  was 
confronted  by  the  person  of  Jesus. 
Who  was  this  man? 

For  many  months  I  had  struggled 
to  find  myself.  I  had  the  help  of  a 
loving  husband,  an  able  psychia- 
trist, and  concerned  friends.  But  in 
spite  of  everything  I  came  to  a  night 
in  my  life  which  must  be  described 
as  one  of  ultimate  despair.  I 
thought:  'Tf  that  psychiatrist  re- 
works me  another  twenty  years, 
there's  still  going  to  be  something 
wrong  with  me!  What  is  it?  What 
more  can  I  do?"  From  deep  inside 
came  the  cry,  ''God,  if  there  is  a 
God,  you  have  got  to  help  me,  be- 
cause I'm  not  going  another  step  by 
myself!"  In  that  moment  I  felt  the 
assurance  that  there  was  a  God, 
that  he  would  help  me,  and  that 
somehow  I  was  going  to  be  all  right. 
I  went  to  sleep  at  peace. 

Next  day  I  was  tempted  to  deny 


the  validity  of  my  experience,  but 
it  was  too  real  to  shake  off.  I  turned 
to  the  Bible  with  great  eagerness, 
for  this  was  the  book  about  God, 
and  I  wanted  to  know  more  of  him. 
As  I  read  the  Gospel  of  John,  I 
began  to  feel  sure  that  Jesus  was 
the  Christ,  God  and  man,  whose 
life  and  death  and  resurrection  had 
tremendous  implications  in  terms 
of  my  own  life.  I  accepted  him  as 
Savior,  the  one  who  could  save  me 
from  myself. 

For  many  months  I  treasured  my 
secret  knowledge  of  the  reality  of 
Christ  in  my  own  life.  I  couldn't 
tell  my  husband  about  what  was 
happening;  he  seemed  to  have  no 
need  for  God,  for  he  was  very  pleased 
with  his  business  and  with  my 
improved  emotional  stability.  He 
obviously  thought  my  Bible  read- 
ing a  bit  strange,  but  if  it  helped 
me,  he  didn't  mind.  During  this 
time  I  learned  to  pray,  to  share 
with  God  my  hopes,  my  needs,  my 
discouragement.  Gradually  his 
power  began  to  change  the  kind  of 
person  I  was,  to  make  me  a  new 
creation  in  terms  of  my  relation- 
ships with  those  close  to  me.  I 
began  to  realize  that  all  my  life  I 
had  been  so  eager  to  get  love  that 
I  had  had  very  little  time  to  give 
any. 

MY  husband  and  I  received  an 
invitation  to  attend  a  lay- 
men's conference  at  a  retreat  center 
called  Laity  Lodge.  Keith  Miller 
was  the  director,  and  though  I 
knew  very  little  about  the  confer- 
ence, I  felt  that  we  needed  to  go. 
Bob  did  not  want  to  go  off  to  a  place 


in  the  woods  to  talk  about  religion, 
but  my  tears  prevailed  and  we 
went.  His  skepticism  was  over- 
whelmed by  the  warmth  and  hon- 
esty he  found  in  Keith  and  others 
on  the  program.  Before  we  left  he 
decided  that  he  wanted  to  find  out 
more  about  this  Jesus  Christ.  He 
began  an  experiment  of  faith,  to 
see  if  it  were  really  possible  to  be 
related  to  Almighty  God  through 
his  Son.  For  me,  the  weekend  was 
like  coming  home,  for  I  found  my 
people — other  Christians  for  whom 
Christ  was  as  real  as  he  was  for 
me.  And  Keith  challenged  me  to 
take  another  step,  to  give  God  the 
right  to  my  life,  to  surrender  my 
decisions  to  his  will  for  my  life. 

Together,  Bob  and  I  went  home 
to  begin  the  excitement  and  frus- 
tration of  living  our  lives  as  God's 
children.  In  the  five  years  since 
we  have  found  that  knowing  Christ 
does  change  every  area  of  life;  as 
husband  and  wife  we  are  closer 
and  at  the  same  time  freer.  I  no 
longer  expect  Bob  to  make  me 
happy;  I  must  assume  the  burden 
of  my  own  emotional  well-being. 
And  he  has  found  that  being  a 
father  is  a  creative  role,  that  it 
isn't  necessary  to  be  the  top  ser- 
geant all  the  time.  We  go  to  church 
as  a  family — the  same  one  we 
avoided  before — and  we  go  to  wor- 
ship the  God  who  has  given  us  new 
life. 

For  a  long  time  after  my  con- 
version I  thought,  "Isn't  it  wonder- 
ful? I  have  found  the  Lord!"  With 
a  little  more  maturity  I  came  to 
realize  that  it  was  not  I  who  had 
(continued  on  page  45) 
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By  William  H.  Genne 


SEX  is  energy!"  says  Dr.  Mary 
Calderone,  the  physician. 

"Sex  is  fun!"  says  Dr.  Albert 
EUis,  the  psychotherapist. 

"Sex  is  over-rated,"  says  a  disil- 
lusioned lover. 

"Sex  is  a  gift  from  God,"  says  the 
Rev.  James  McHugh. 

These  are  just  a  few  of  the  many 
ideas  about  sex  which  bombard  us 
every  day.  With  so  many  different 
notions  floating  around,  how  are 
we  to  understand  what  sex  is  all 
about? 

Any  young  man  or  woman,  nor- 
mally developed  and  healthy,  feels 
sex  in  a  variety  of  ways.  Certainly 
it  is  energy,  sometimes  it  is  fun, 
sometimes  it  is  disappointing  and 
frustrating,  while  at  other  times 
it  is  a  deep  and  cleansing  inspira- 
tion. Is  there  any  way  we  can  sort 

Dr.    Genne   is    director,    Depart m 
National    Council    of    Churches, 
N.  y.  10027 


out  these  feelings  and  put  them  in 
some  order  that  makes  sense  and 
gives  meaning  to  sex? 

Myth  Number  One 

Modern  research  into  human 
behavior  has  exploded  many  myths 
about  sex  and  helped  us  to  under- 
stand ourselves  better.  One  myth 
that  has  been  exploded  has  been 
the  long  held  idea  that  sex  is  an 
instinct  and  that  all  we  have  to  do 
is  to  let  nature  take  its  course  and 
"do  what  comes  naturally." 

Whether  male  or  female  we  are 
all  born  with  basic  sex  urges  but 
the  ways  we  manage  and  express 
these  urges  are  learned  responses. 
There  is  nothing  mechanically  in- 
stinctive about  them  that  will 
automatically  tell  us  what  to  do. 
One  proof  of  this  is  the  wide  variety 
of    sexual    expressions    we    see    in 

ent    of  Marriage   and  Family    Life, 
475    Riverside    Drive,    New    York, 


humans.  If  sex  were  instinctive 
there  would  be  no  homosexuals,  no 
autoeroticism  (masturbation),  no 
fetishes,  no  sadism,  no  masochism 
nor  any  of  the  behavior  we  so  often 
condemn  as  perverted. 

When  we  quickly  dismiss  a  type 
of  behavior  as  "perverted"  we  often 
don't  take  the  time  to  try  to  under- 
stand what  circumstances  pro- 
duced that  response  in  the  person. 
If  we  don't  bother  to  find  out  what 
made  him  that  way,  we  are  often  at 
a  loss  to  change  the  conditions  so 
he  will  want  to  respond  in  a  differ- 
ent manner. 

When  some  youthful  curiosity  or 
experimentation  is  called  a  perver- 
sion by  some  excitable  adults,  a 
boy  or  girl  will  often  feel  perma- 
nently branded.  The  condemnation 
of  elders  often  compounds  guilt  into 
hopelessness  so  the  victim  feels  he 
is  beyond  the  pale.  He  becomes 
confirmed  in  his  behavior  despite 
periodic  attempts  to  stop  it. 

Myth  Number  Two 

Another  myth  that  has  been  ex- 
ploded by  modern  research  is  that 
sex  is  purely  physical.  We  still  hear 
fellows  say,  "Sex  is  like  hunger. 
When  you're  hungry  you  eat.  So.  .  .  ." 

It  has  become  quite  clear  that 
psychological  and  emotional  factors 
control  the  varieties  of  expressions 
sex  may  take.  For  instance,  one 
research  finding  gives  us  a  clue  to 
a  frequent  misunderstanding  be- 
tween men  and  women.  Some  fel- 
lows will  treat  a  pick-up  quite  casu- 
ally but  when  they  find  a  girl  they 
respect  they  will  be  more  re- 
strained.  The   more  thev   love  her, 


the  less  they  will  want  to  mess 
around  until  they  are  properly 
married. 

Women  tend  to  react  in  opposite 
fashion,  however.  They  will  put  off 
the  casual  acquaintance  and  not 
give  in  easily  but  the  more  they  love 
and  trust  a  fellow,  the  more  they 
want  to  give  themselves  to  him. 

This  cross  purpose  of  a  man's 
increasing  restraint  and  a  woman's 
increasing  willingness  has  caused 
many  a  courtship  to  founder. 

The  essential  point  here  is  that 
it  is  the  mind  that  controls  the 
physical  expression.  One  of  the 
distinctive  marks  of  a  human  is 
that  sexual  intercourse  is  not 
merely  an  animal  act.  For  the  hu- 
man, this  physcial  act  needs  to 
convey  some  meaning,  some  emo- 
tion, some  feeling.  Some  of  the 
modern  movies  and  plays  have 
made  it  clear  how  empty  and  boring, 
even  repulsive,  sexual  intercourse 
can  become  where  there  is  no  mean- 
ingful relationship  to  sustain  and 
nourish  it. 

Myth  Number  Three 

A  third  myth  to  be  exploded  by 
modern  research  is  that  sex  is  one 
segment  of  a  person's  life  and  what 
he  does  with  it  doesn't  really  af- 
fect the  other  parts  of  his  life.  There 
are  plenty  of  research  studies  to 
prove  that  employees  at  all  levels 
from  elevator  boy  to  executive  are 
less  productive  and  efficient  if  they 
are  having  women  troubles . 

We  now  use  the  term  sexuality  to 
indicate  that  sex  is  suffused 
throughout  the  total  personality. 
A    man   will   work   harder   to    make 
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his  woman  proud  of  him.  The  man 
who  feels  he  is  a  real  man  can  be 
tender  with  his  wife  and  gentle 
with  his  kids.  He  doesn't  have  to 
swagger,  strut,  and  act  tough  to 
make  men  feel  he  is  a  man. 

If  we  explore  these  three  myths 
we  get  some  helpful  clues.  We  have 
said  that  modern  research  has 
shown  us: 

1.  Sex  is  not  instinctive  or  me- 
chanical. We  must  learn  how  to 
express  it  constructively. 

2.  Sex  is  not  only  physical.  It  is 
controlled  and  guided  by  our 
choices,  goals,  feelings. 

3.  Sex  is  not  a  segmented  part  of 
our  lives  but  is  a  vibrant  quality 
of  everything  we  do  as  men  or  wo- 
men. Dr.  Calderone,  whom  we 
quoted  earlier,  has  emphasized 
this  point  by  stating:  "Sex  is  some- 
thing you  are — not  something  you 
do." 

Sex  can  infuse,  inspire  and  en- 
rich our  work,  home,  our  total  life. 
Rightly  managed  it  can  lift  us  to 
the  gates  of  heaven.  Carelessly  or 
selfishly  used,  it  can  drag  us  to  the 
bottom  pits  of  hell.  God  has  set 
before  us  the  choices  of  life  or 
death.  What '11  it  be'^  ■  ■ 


RX 

Love 

is  getting  into 

the  other  fella's  shoes 

and  finding  out 

where  they  pinch 

then  doing 

whatever  must  be  done 

to  correct  the  fit. 

^P oily  anna  Sedziol 


Daily  Bible  Readings 

June 
DAY  BOOK  CHAPTER 

1 Luke 12:13-21 

2 Luke 14:25-35 

3 Luke 5:11-32 

4 Matthew 5:43-48 

5 Matthew 16:13-26 

6 Matthew 19:16-30 

7 Matthew 10:24-31 

8 Matthew 7:22-29 

9 Luke 12:32-48 

10 Matthew 11:16-24 

11 Luke 7:36-50 

12 Matthew 12:31-42 

13 Matthew 20:20-28 

14 John 5:1-15 

15 Luke 10:36-42 

16 John 11:19-45 

17 Mark 2:18-28 

18 John 15:1-17 

19 John 1:35-51 

20 Matthew 21:23-44 

21 John 4:31-42 

22 Matthew 18:1-20 

23 Mark 12:41-44 

24 John 5:17-29 

25 Luke 17:20-33 

26 Matthew 11:25-30 

27 Matthew 5:13-16 

28 Luke 10:16-20 

29 John 2:13-17 

30 Matthew 6:24-34 


THE  QUESTION 
There  is  a  question  that  we  need 
To  ponder,  you  and  I. 
It's  not  to  ask:  **Did  we  succeed?" 
But  rather:  "Did  we  try?" 

— Mary  Hamlett  Goodman 
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Same  Tie, 


Same  Card 


By  Irma  Hegel 


The  gift  of  love  and  sharing  is  unpurchasable,  Jerry  found 


AS  he  clipped  the  hedge  by  the 
.  house,  Jeremy  heard  his  moth- 
er and  grandfather  talking  together 
on  the  front  porch.  He  hadn't  meant 
to  listen,  but  Gramps  was  slightly 
deaf  and  talked  louder  than  most 
people. 

''Father's  Day  is  a  humbug,  Kris- 
tine,"  Gramps  was  hollering.  Still 
in  that  strident  voice  he  added,  "I 
suppose  Jeremy  has  the  usual  tie 
and  card  for  his  pseudo  tribute  to 
his  father." 

Jeremy  felt  the  warm  blood  rise 
to  his  freckled  face.  He  did  have 
a  tie  and  a  card  for  Dad  in  his  top 
dresser  drawer.  He  clutched  the 
clippers  without  clipping. 
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"Jerry's  only  twelve,"  his  mother 
answered.  "He's  always  bought 
his  Dad  a  gift  with  his  own  money. 
Right  now,  he's  mowing  the  lawn 
and  clipping  the  hedges  for  his  dad. 
That's  not  exactly  pseudo." 

Gramps  started  har-de-harring. 
"You  call  this  pocket-size  yard  of 
yours  any  work  worth  mentioning? 
Why,  when  I  was  twelve,  I  milked 
ten  cows  before  I  started  for  school 
in  the  morning.  School  over,  I  did  a 
man's  work  on  that  farm.  Those 
days  we  knew  what  being  a  mem- 
ber of  a  family  meant.  Kids  now 
have  no  conception  of  the  word 
giving.  They  grab  from  their  par- 
ents,   have    no    respect    for    their 


country,  steal  and  riot  when  they 
don't  get  what  they  want  .  .  .  That's 
why  we  have  delinquents,  hippies, 
dippies." 

"Jerry  is  not  a  delinquent.  Dad 
Hillkert." 

"Didn't  say  he  was,  Kristine.  But 
you've  got  to  admit,  outside  of  that 
fifteen -cent  card  he  bought  and 
that  dollar  tie,  he's  not  giving  any 
thought  to  his  father.  Do  any  of 
them?" 

Jeremy  crept  off,  running  until  he 
reached  the  garage.  His  back  against 
the  rear  wall,  tears  came  stinging 
to  his  eyes.  He  loved  his  father. 
Gramps  hadn't  any  right  to  talk 
as   if  he   didn't.   Maybe   he  hadn't 


done  too  well  at  school  this  last 
year.  Math  still  bugged  him;  so  did 
history. 

Mom  was  calling.  "Jerry!  Your 
grandfather's  leaving.  Come  say 
goodbye  to  him." 

He  flattened  himself  the  more 
against  the  garage  wall.  Let  Gramps 
leave.  He  wasn't  saying  goodbye 
to  him,  not  this  day  anyhow. 

After  a  while  he  heard  his  grand- 
father's car  start  and  rumble  off. 
Probably  Mom  had  gone  inside  to 
prepare  the  dinner.  He  started 
clipping  again,  more  painstakingly. 
The  grass  was  high  and  tough.  Last 
week's  steady  rain  had  sure  made 
it  grow. 
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E  was  wheeling  the  mower 
into  the  garage  when  he 
saw  his  father's  car  swing  into  the 
drive.  He  sucked  in  his  breath  and 
stared.  The  car  looked  as  if  it  had 
been  run  through  a  cement  mixer. 
Mud  caked  the  wheels  and  clung 
in  crisscross  tracks  to  the  wind- 
shield. The  doors  and  trunk  were 
full  of  the  stuff.  Jeremy  shoved 
the  mower  in  its  niche  and  strode 
questioningly  toward  the  car. 
"What  happened,  Dad?" 

The  big  man  behind  the  wheel 
grinned  out  at  him.  "Messy,  isn't 
it?  Last  week's  rain,  of  course. 
Those  roads  in  Loring  county  were 
like  drained-out  riverbeds."  He 
slid  out.  "I  imagine  you  had  some 
job  on  the  lawn." 

"Aw,  the  grass  wasn't  that  bad." 

They  approached  the  house  and 
his  mother  was  opening  the  screen. 
"Hi,  darling!  Your  father  was  here 
this  afternoon.  He's  having  a  big 
political  dinner  tomorrow  and 
wants  us  there." 

"On  Father's  Day?"  he  groaned. 
"I'd  better  rise  and  shine  early 
tomorrow  morning  to  wash  the  car. 
Imagine  our  mudhen  with  all  the 
shiny  cars  of  the  political  boys! 
Oh,  I  don't  mind  Dad  working  for 
Mayor  Pelham's  re-election.  But 
just  once  I  wanted  to  sleep — at 
least  until  church  time." 

Jeremy  regarded  his  father 
sympathetically.  Dad  was  Majestic 
Insurance  manager  of  all  Loring 
County.  It  was  a  jumbo-sized  farm- 
ing community  which  kept  him  in 
the  office  or  on  the  road  six  days  a 
week. 

"We  have  to  go  to  that  dinner," 
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Mom  said.  Mom  was  thin  and 
black-haired  with  round  brown 
eyes  and  full  lips. 

"Don't  I  know?"  Dad  retorted. 
"Like  those  invitations  from  royal- 
ty." 

"Reid!" 

Dad  just  laughed  and  kissed  Mom. 
Dinner  was  on  the  table  and  the 
chairs  scraped  as  they  pulled  them 
out.  They  bent  their  heads  for  the 
usual  prayer. 

"You  didn't  put  the  car  in  the 
garage,"  Mom  said  when  they  began 
to  eat.  "Are  you  going  somewhere 
tonight?" 

"Hon,  I  wouldn't  even  go  to  a  fire, 
not  if  it  was  right  across  the  street." 

"That  tired?"  Mom  asked  sym- 
pathetically. "No  one  coming  over. 
We'll  all  get  to  bed  early." 

Jeremy  noticed  Mom  didn't  nag 
Dad  into  putting  the  car  into  the 
garage.  No  one  ever  demanded  any- 
thing of  anyone  in  their  family,  he 
thought  gratefully.  Maybe  it  was 
their  acceptance  of  each  other's 
limitations  that  bugged  Gramps. 
Gramps  had  his  rules,  his  stand- 
ards. If  he  wanted  anything,  he 
went  after  it,  and  either  shamed 
or  goaded  everyone  else  into  follow- 
ing him.  But  then  Gramps  was 
somebody.  Maybe  if  a  fellow  didn't 
act  like  Gramps,  he'd  end  up  being 
a  nobody. 

Alone  in  his  bedroom,  Jeremy  put 
the  long  tie  box  and  card  on  top  of 
his  dresser.  A  cheap  present  and 
card,  he  thought  despondently. 

He  strolled  to  the  window,  and 
looked  out.  On  the  drive  was  the 
muddy  car  right  where  Dad  had 
left  it.  Hey,  he  could  wash  that  car 


before  Dad  got  up,  couldn't  he? 
Set  his  alarm,  stow  the  clock  under 
his  pillow  so  the  folks  wouldn't 
hear  it.  A  sense  of  excitement  and 
intense  happiness  made  him  tingle 
all  over. 

BUT  it  was  different  the  next 
morning  when  the  alarm 
whirred  and  he  had  to  fumble 
drowsily  under  his  pillow  to  shut  it 
off.  Man,  was  he  ever  sleepy!  He 
had  to  shake  his  head  several  times 
before  he  could  pull  on  his  jeans 
and  T-shirt  and  get  his  bare  feet 
into  his  sneakers. 

Outside  it  was  as  black  as  if  it 
were  still  night.  He  found  the  hose, 
the  bucket,  and  the  soap.  That  mud 
was  sure  tough  to  get  off.  He  had 
to  scrub  and  scrub.  The  hose 
streamed  off  the  last  remains  and 
he  whisked  the  chamois  over  the 
lacquered  finish  the  way  he'd  seen 
Dad  do  it.  Wasn't  sleepy  anymore. 
The  work  had  fully  awakened  him. 
Polish  next — a  long  time  since  the 
car  had  had  a  good  polish. 

The  sky  was  growing  light  when 
the  back  door  clicked.  He  heard 
footsteps  advancing  on  the  gravel 
drive.  "Jeremy!"  It  was  Dad's  voice. 

"Happy  Father's  Day,  Dad." 
Jeremy  turned  and  regarded  his 
big  sleepy-eyed  father  laughingly. 

"Will  you  look  at  that  car!"  his 
father  exclaimed.  "It  isn't  the  same 
one  I  drove  home  in  last  night.  It 
can't  be."  He  clasped  Jeremy  in  a 
bear  hug  that  almost  knocked  the 
breath  out  of  him. 

"You  can  go  back  to  sleep  till  it's 
time  for  church,  Dad.  You  wanted 
that." 
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"Not  anymore  I  don't.  Dawn's 
coming  up.  Ever  see  a  dawn  from 
the  water  tower,  Jerry?  Want  to 
hike  over  there  with  me  right  now 
and  watch  it?" 

"Sure  do." 

Their  arms  clasped  about  each 
other,  they  strolled  along  the  quiet 
suburban  street  toward  the  hill. 
Birds  were  chirping  in  the  leaves 
of  the  maples.  The  chimes  from  a 
nearby  Roman  Catholic  Church 
were  calling  the  faithful  to  early 
mass. 

The  checkerboard  water  tower 
high  on  the  hill  towered  into  view. 
They  reached  the  summit  just  as 
the  sun  was  rising  in  a  great  red 
ball.  Low-hanging  clouds  caught 
the  flame-red  color  and  turned 
them  a  dusky  rose.  Dad  drew  him 
down  on  the  dew-wet  grass  beside 
him.  "That's  God's  beauty.  Jerry." 

"I  guess  so." 

"The  Bible  tells  us  God  created 
man  in  his  own  image.  Think  about 
that  a  minute,  Jerry.  Isn't  that 
something  that  thrills  you  to  your 
toes?  We're  like  God,  I  keep  telling 
myself  whenever  I  get  lazy  and 
want  to  quit.  Like  yesterday,  for 
instance.  I  saw  those  muddy  roads 
in  Loring  county  and  I  told  myself 
the  calls  could  wait  another  week. 
The  next  minute  I  was  thinking  of 
all  those  farmer  policyholders — 
real  friends  every  last  one  of  them — 
and  I  ma.de  my  rounds."  He  smiled 
down  at  Jeremy.  "Like  you  getting 
up  this  morning  when  I  know  you 
wanted  more  sleep  to  give  me  the 
finest  Father's  Day  present  that 
I've  ever  had." 

"It  was  fun,"  said  Jeremy.  "Giving 

16 


when  no  one  asks  you  to  give  and 
only  because  you  want  to — that's 
super." 

"And  that's  God.  Be  true  to  the 
God-self  and  you're  true  to  God." 

The  sun  was  rising  higher.  The 
morning  air  blew  into  their  faces, 
sweet  with  the  fragrance  of  fresh- 
cut  grass  and  roses.  Jerry's  heart 
was  fairly  bursting  with  love. 

AFTER  a  while  they  rose  and 
descended  the  hill.  They 
walked  again  through  quiet  streets. 
Only  a  milktruck  clattered  down 
the  deserted  street. 

They  rounded  the  side  path  of 
their  home  and  smelled  Mom's  siz- 
zling bacon  and  coffee  through  the 
back  screen  door. 

"Happy  Father's  Day,  Reid,"  said 
Mom,  turning  around  with  a  spatula 
in  her  hand.  "Where've  you  two 
been?" 

"Watching  the  sunrise  from  the 
water  tower,"  said  Dad.  "Know 
something,  Kristine?  That  son  of 
ours  washed  and  polished  the  car 
before  I  ever  got  up.  It's  a  Father's 
Day  present  I'm  going  to  remember 
as  long  as  Hive." 

Mom's  eyes  held  tears.  "Jerry, 
that  was  dear  of  you.  Go  fetch 
your  other  gift." 

"Only  the  same  tie,  same  card," 
said  Jeremy,  looking  up  at  his 
father. 

Dad  clasped  him  close  again. 
"Love's  never  the  same  present, 
Jerry.  It  keeps  getting  bigger.  We 
know  that,  don't  we?" 

"Yeh,  Dad,"  said  Jeremy  hap- 
pily. "We  sure  do." 


A  Promise 


HUNDREDS  of  stories  have  been  written  about  Babe  Ruth.  One 
story  tells  of  the  Babe's  visit  to  a  children's  hospital.  He 
did  his  usual  signing  of  baseballs  and  autographs  for  the  eager 
youngsters.  Then  as  he  was  leaving,  a  nurse  approached  him  and 
told  about  a  young  boy  in  serious  condition  with  no  will  to  live. 

The  Babe  unhesitatingly  followed  the  nurse  to  the  boy's  bed. 
Ruth  stood  at  the  foot  of  the  boy's  bed  and  in  his  husky  voice  made 
his  acquaintance  with  the  young  fellow.  The  still  form  made  no 
attempt  to  raise  himself  or  recognize  the  famous  sportsman. 

The  tall  figure  then  dug  into  the  pocket  of  his  famous  camel- 
haired  coat  and  brought  forth  a  new  baseball,  and  placed  it  into  the 
boy's  pale  fingers.  "You  know  what  I'm  going  to  do  for  you,  son,  if 
you  promise  to  get  better?"  rasped  the  Babe,  "I'll  hit  a  home  run 
just  for  you.  So  promise  to  get  well."  The  boy  nodded  his  head.  The 
Babe  smiled  and  left  the  room. 

A  radio  was  brought  into  the  boy's  room  that  day  and  when  the 
game  had  finished — sure  enough  Babe  Ruth  had  driven  one  out  of 
Yankee  Stadium.  The  story  was  followed  up  and  the  boy  did  re- 
cover and  in  later  years  thanked  the  Babe  in  person. 

Sounds  like  a  story  only  Babe  Ruth  could  "pull  off."  The  same 
incident  happened  a  short  time  ago  involving  another  player. 
Julian  Javier  of  the  St.  Louis  Cardinals  is  by  no  means  another 
Babe  Ruth,  but  he  did  perform  like  him.  Julian  was  visiting  a 
hospital  in  Pittsburgh.  He  came  across  six -year-old  Mark  Sandusky, 
whose  both  legs  were  badly  mangled  in  a  recent  automobile  acci- 
dent. It  was  predicted  by  the  doctor  that  he  would  never  walk 
again.  When  Julian  met  the  boy,  he  asked  him  what  he  would  like. 
The  youngster's  wish  was  a  big  one,  to  hit  a  homer  in  the  afternoon 
game.  The  player  promised  and  during  the  fourth  inning  against 
the  Pittsburgh  Pirates  he  hit  his  first  homer  of  the  season  to  beat 
them  1  to  0.  All  this  goes  to  prove  one  important  factor  in  life — a 
person  can  accomplish  almost  anything  if  the  cause  is  worthy 
enough  I 

— M  ar  io  D  e  M  ar  co 
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Louis  and  Phil  Palermo  were  programmed  on  AFVN  at  Da  Nang,  Vietnam. 


Vietnam  Venture 


By  Phil  Palermo 


IN  1965  while  my  brother  and  I 
were  flying  from  Hong  Kong  to 
Singapore,  the  pilot's  voice  broke 
into  our  quiet  conversation  saying: 
"Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  may  I 
have  your  attention?  In  thirty 
minutes  we  will  be  flying  over 
South  Vietnam  for  approximately 
twenty -five  minutes  at  an  alti- 
tude of  20,000  feet." 

Can     you    imagine    our    feelings 
as  we  got  our  very  first  glimpse  of 
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that  war-stricken  land?  In  our 
hearts  we  prayed,  "God  bless  our 
servicemen  fighting,  suffering,  and 
dying  down  there  that  peace  may 
come  to  this  troubled  country."  We 
prayed  for  the  Vietnamese  people, 
and  the  missionaries  ministering 
to  them.  Then  we  prayed  that  we 
might  have  the  opportunity  to 
serve  our  men  in  Vietnam. 

On   December    10,    1968,    we   left 
our    home    in    Minneapolis,     Min- 


From  Saigon  to  the  DMZ,  we 
have  seen  God  at  work,  says  the 
Palermo  Brothers  about  their 
recent  trip  sponsored  by  World 
Vision  International 

nesota.  for  our  third  visit  to  Viet- 
.  nam  under  the  sponsorship  of 
World  Vision  International.  For  the 
next  six  weeks  we  visited  U.S. 
military  personnel,  the  Vietnamese 
Army,  and  the  Vietnamese  church- 
es. 

In  April  of  1967  we  had  spent  six 
days  in  Saigon  and  Da  Nang  witnes- 
sing to  the  Vietnamese  people  and 
the  GFs.  In  November  of  1967,  World 
Vision  had  arranged  a  six-week 
schedule  for  us  with  the  Christian 
and  Missionary  Alliance  Church, 
who  have  many  missionaries  in 
that  area. 

Now  we  were  here  again.  Our  first 
appearance  was  at  an  Officers' 
Club  in  Saigon,  which  was  followed 
by  a  tight  schedule  of  appearances 
in  chapels,  bases,  mess  halls— 
wherever  we  could  bring  our  minis- 
try to  the  men. 

Christmas  week  was  spent  in  the 
Da  Nang  area  where  we  did  many 
shows  for  service  personnel,  singing 
and  accompanying  ourselves  with 
our  guitar  and  accordion.  We  went 
above  the  clouds  to  the  very  top  of 
Monkey  Hill  to  give  a  performance 
for  a  handful  of  GI's  who  have  spent 
most  of  their  tour  of  duty  in  that 
isolated  spot.  On  the  way  down 
the  mountain  we  stopped  at  the 
AFVN  television  station  to  pre- 
sent a  program.  And  on  Christmas 


LCDR  Christopher  B.  Young,  CHC, 
USN,  conducted  an  Episcopal  wor- 
ship service  on  AFVN  Christmas  Eve 
for  military  personnel  in  the  area. 

Eve  we  took  part  in  an  Episcopal 
communion  mass  presented  by 
the  AFVN  station. 

We  knew  that  Billy  Graham  was 
spending  Christmas  in  Vietnam 
ministering  to  the  men  in  mili- 
tary, and  we  had  heard  that  he 
would  be  at  Freedom  Hill.  Da 
Nang,  while  we  were  there.  As  we 
arrived  hundreds  of  battle-weary 
GI's  were  finding  seats  on  the  crude 
benches  in  the  natural  amphi- 
theater. Two  large  personnel  car- 
riers were  stationed  on  either  side 
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Billy  Graham,  here  accompanied  by  Chaplain  (COL)  Gerhardt  W.  Hyatt, 
MACV  Command  Chaplain,  during  his  Christmas  visit  to  military  person- 
nel in  Vietnam.  The  Palermo  Brothers  were  at  Freedom  Hill  when  Billy 
Graham  spoke  to  thousands  of  service  personnel  assembled  in  the  natural 
amphitheater  to  hear  the  famous  evangelist  bring  his  gospel  message. 


of  the  stage.  A  soldier  told  us  that 
in  the  event  of  a  sudden  enemy 
attack  Mr.  Graham  and  the  top 
military  officers  accompanying 
him  would  be  carried  swiftly  to 
safety.  We  noticed  armed  guards 
were  stationed  around  the  grounds. 

A  helicopter  landed  a  few  feet 
from  us  and  Billy  Graham  came 
out  smiling  as  he  made  his  way 
to  the  stage  accompanied  by  Lieu- 
tenant General  Robert  E.  Cush- 
man,  Jr.,  commandant  of  the  Ma- 
rine base,  and  Rear  Admiral  James 

20 


Kelly,  Chief  of  Naval  Chaplains. 
The  Marine  Band  played  Christ- 
mas carols,  and  Jimmie  McDonald 
sang  several  songs  accompanied  by 
Tedd  Smith.  Billy's  message  to  the 
men  was  direct  and  to  the  point, 
and  the  men  listened  attentively, 
many  of  them  taking  notes.  It  was 
a  moving  sight  to  see  so  many  of 
the  men  responding  to  the  closing 
invitation  as  Billy  gave  it.  We  felt 
the  presence  of  the  Holy  Spirit 
working  among  the  men. 

Following   the    benediction,    hun- 
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dreds  of  men  rushed  to  greet  Billy 
Graham,  and  offered  pieces  of 
paper  for  his  autograph.  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Rick  Drummond,  mission- 
aries, were  anxious  to  meet  Mr. 
Graham  also.  Mrs.  Drummond  is 
the  daughter  of  one  of  the  six  mis- 
sionaries killed  at  Ban  Me  Thout 
last  year. 

After  thirty  minutes  during 
which  Mr.  Graham  was  surrounded 
by  eager  GI's,  we  called  to  him: 
"Billy,  the  Generals  are  waiting 
for  you." 

He  looked  up  smiling,  as  always, 
and  said:  "I  mustn't  keep  them 
waiting."  General  Cushman  thank- 
ed us  and  Chaplain  Kelly  said 
that  they  were  running  behind 
schedule  because  everywhere  so 
many  wanted  to  talk  with  Billy. 
Mr.  Graham  planned  to  visit  a 
quadruple  amputee  in  the  hospital 
to   bring  him  comfort  and  encour- 


During  their  visit  to  Hue,  Louis  and 
Phil  Palermo  were  photographed  with 
LT  Balman. 


agement  after  leaving  here. 

Early  on  Christmas  Eve  we  were 
scheduled  to  sing  at  the  Navy 
Hospital  in  Da  Nang.  When  we  ar- 
rived, we  noticed  that  hundreds  of 
men  were  at   the  chopper  pad,   so 


In  Nha  Trang,  Vietnam,  the  Palermo  Brothers  put  on  a  program  for  men  in 
military  at  the  Christian  Servicemen's  Center. 
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The  Palermo  Brothers  found  that  even  in  the  Demilitarized  Zone  service 
personnel  appreciated  their  jokes  and  their  singing. 


we  kidded  the  chaplain  about  our 
celebrity  treatment.  But  he  leveled 
with  us.  "They're  waiting  for  Bob 
Hope,  and  I  just  got  word  that  he 
can't  make  it." 

Knowing  of  their  keen  disappoint- 
ment, my  brother  said:  "We  don't 
have  any  girls  with  us,  but  tell 
the  men  we  will  sing  for  them." 

"I'll  buy  that,"  said  the  chap- 
lain, and  introduced  us  as  "the 
Palermo  Brothers  from  Minneapolis 
who  have  come  to  us  as  apostles 
of  cheer." 

"Fellows,"  said  Louie,  "there  is 
hope.  We  have  no  girls  with  us,  but 
we  bring  a  Christmas  message." 
We  sang  Christmas  music  for 
twenty  minutes  and  then  went  in- 
side the  hospital  visiting  ten  wards 
to  talk  with  and  sing  for  the  wound- 


ed GI's.  We  had  a  special  request 
from  a  man  who  had  lost  both  legs. 
At  a  loss  for  words,  I  murmured,  "I 
complained  because  I  had  no  shoes 
till  I  met  a  man  who  had  no  feet." 

The  soldier  said:  "Yes,  that's 
me."  And  we  told  him  about  the 
quadruple  amputee  that  Mr.  Gra- 
ham was  scheduled  to  visit.  Every- 
where we  were  impressed  with  our 
fighting  men  and  their  bravery, 
but  perhaps  nowhere  more  than  in 
the  hospitals. 

On  Christmas  Day  we  visited 
several  Vietnamese  churches  and 
several  U.S.  Forces  camps.  In  the 
evening  we  went  to  a  Marine  Base 
— MAG-11— in  Da  Nang.  We  gave 
a  show  in  the  mess  hall  and  then 
conducted  a  worship  service  in  the 
chapel.    On    our    way    back   to    the 
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mission  compound,  two  shots  were 
fired  in  the  darkness.  Throwing 
ourselves  to  the  floor  we  prayed, 
hoping  for  the  best  and  fearing 
the  worst.  The  Marines  kept  their 
guns  at -ready,  but  no  more  shots 
were  fired  and  we  got  back  to  the 
compound  safely.  But  during  the 
long  night  hours,  our  prayers  were 
fervent  as  we  heard  small  arms 
and  machine  guns  chattering 
about  us. 

About  two  o'clock  an  Army  truck 
pulled  up  in  front  of  the  compound 
and  we  heard  the  shuffling  of  many 
feet.  We  wondered  apprehensively 
whether  it  was  friend  or  foe.  It  was 
with  joy  in  our  hearts  that  we 
heard  "Noel,  Noel,  Born  is  the  King 
of  Israel"  even  in  a  foreign  lan- 
guage. We  didn't  know  the  words 
but  we  recognized  the  tune.  Later 
we  learned  that  the  Korean  Chris- 
tian soldiers  had  come  to  sing  for 
the  missionaries  as  they  did  each 
year.  As  they  finished  singing,  the 


guns  were  silent.  We  were  thankful 
and  we  wished  with  all  our  hearts 
that  the  guns  in  Vietnam  could  be 
forever  silenced. 

Two  days  after  Christmas  we 
flew  to  the  DMZ  where  we  pre- 
sented a  program  for  a  lonely  Ma- 
rine reconnaisance  group  at  a  base 
nearby.  Here  in  the  midst  of  the 
war,  the  men  laughed  at  our  jokes, 
listened  to  our  songs,  heard  us 
witness  for  Christ,  and  prayed 
with  us. 

Later  we  went  on  to  bring  a  pro- 
gram to  the  hundreds  of  refugees 
from  the  Khe  Sahn  area,  who  had 
lost  their  villages  and  their  homes 
during  the  TET  offensive. 

For  six  weeks  we  visited  hos- 
pitals, bases,  camps.  And  again 
and  again  we  thanked  God  for  the 
chaplains  of  all  services  and  all 
churches  that  are  serving  God 
bravely  and  devotedly  bringing 
the  spirit  of  Christ  to  our  U.S. 
Forces  in  Vietnam.  ■  ■ 


"Hurry  up,  before  we  get  clean!  '* 
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What  Is  Love? 


By  Thomas  E.  Moye 


WE  often  read  about  the  actual 
or  threatened  devaluation 
of  the  currency  of  various  na- 
tions. No  doubt  there  are  com- 
plexities beyond  our  easy  grasp 
in  this  situation,  but  the  basic 
fact  is  that  money  is  worthless  in 
itself — it  must  represent  something 
beyond  itself.  It  may  represent  gold 
stored  in  Fort  Knox  or  other  so- 
called  "real  wealth,"  or  it  may  be 
based  chiefly  upon  a  country's 
reputation,  economic  vigor,  and 
upon  the  confidence  that  others 
have  in  the  future  of  that  nation. 

Because  of  all  these  and  many 
other  variables,  the  value  of  money 
can  fluctuate  sharply.  It  has  actu- 
ally happened  in  certain  countries 
that  a  small  bill  could  buy  a  week's 
supply  of  food  for  a  large  family 
one  day,  and  a  few  days  later  it 
took    a    wheelbarrow    full    of    such 


bills  to  buy  a  single  loaf  of  bread. 

In  a  very  real  sense,  the  words 
we  use  may  also  fluctuate  in  their 
force  of  value,  in  what  they  repre- 
sent. Words  alone  are  mere  bab- 
bling sounds,  and  their  value  de- 
pends upon  their  meaning,  upon 
what  they  represent  in  the  mind 
and  heart  of  the  speaker  and  the 
hearer. 

If  we  are  in  economic  difficulty 
when  money  becomes  relatively 
worthless,  we  are  in  spiritual  and 
intellectual  difficulty  when  words 
become  relatively  meaningless,  for 
words  are  a  kind  of  currency  of  the 
spirit.  What  does  the  word  "God" 
mean  today?  What  does  truth 
mean?  The  important  thing  is  not 
these  bare  words  themselves,  or 
their  definition  in  a  dictionary, 
but  their  meaning  in  actual  hu- 
man usage  and  experience. 


Chaplain    Moye    is    at    the    U.S.    Naval    Chaplain    School,    Newport 
R.  I.  02840 
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The  Word  Love  Devalued 

Probably  no  word  in  the  language 
of  man  has  been  so  devalued  as 
love.  The  word  can,  and  does,  mean 
vn'tually  an3^thing.  One  man  may 
say  that  he  "loves"  fried  chick- 
en, another  that  he  "loves"  his 
country,  another  that  he  "loves" 
his  sweetheart,  and  another  that 
he  "loves"  God. 

I  hold  a  dollar  bill  in  my  hand 
and  wonder  about  its  worth.  I  can 
never  determine  its  worth  while  I 
consider  only  the  thing  itself.  The 
paper  and  ink  are  worthless  to  me. 
But  if  I  think  of  America,  if  I  think 
of  the  vast  natural  wealth  and  com- 
merce and  industry  and  vigor  of 
this  nation,  and  the  gold  buried 
at  Fort  Knox,  then  I  begin  to  get  a 
different  idea  about  the  value  of 
this  little  piece  of  paper. 

So  with  the  word  "love."  The 
letters  and  sounds  of  that  word 
are  virtually  meaningless  and  worth- 
less considered  alone,  but  when 
I  connect  them  with  what  I  con- 
sider they  represent,  then  the  word 
is  as  strong  or  as  weak,  as  precious 
or  as  worthless,  as  what  it  repre- 
sents to  me. 

Does  Jesus  Teach  Us  to  Love  Self? 

An  illustration  of  the  difficulty 
of  understanding  what  love  is  can 
be  seen  in  Jesus'  words  in  Mark 
12:30,  31.  He  tells  us  to  love  God 
and  to  love  our  neighbor  as  our- 
selves. This  would  seem  to  speak 
of  love  in  three  directions:  love  of 
God,  love  of  neighbor,  and  love  of 
self.  But  while  the  words  of  Jesus 
here  do  indeed  speak  of  these  three 
kinds  of  love,  we  ought  to  see  that 


there  are  only  two  commandments 
here.  He  is  saying  that  we  ought  to 
love  God,  and  we  ought  to  love  our 
neighbor,  but  that  we  do  already 
love  ourselves.  Some  believe  that 
here  Jesus  was  indeed,  at  least  by 
inference,  commanding  us  to  love 
ourselves.  But  if  we  are  to  draw 
such  an  inference  from  His  words, 
we  must  square  it  with  the  context 
in  which  we  find  these  words  and 
with  everything  else  that  we  know 
about  Jesus. 

The  truth  is  that  Jesus  never 
found  it  a  large  part  of  his  task  to 
urge  men  to  exercise  self-love.  The 
problem,  as  He  saw  it,  usually  lay 
in  another  direction.  In  this  pas- 
sage, as  He  plainly  says.  He  was 
urging  two  commandments  upon 
His  hearers:  that  they  love  God, 
and  that  they  love  their  neighbors. 
The  second  is  a  single  command- 
ment, and  not  two  rolled  into  one. 
"Love  your  neighbor  as  yourself," 
he  said,  and  "as  yourself"  was  a 
figure,  an  allusion,  from  out  of  the 
common  experience  of  human  na- 
ture as  it  is  usually  found  in  this 
world:  people  tend  to  love  them- 
selves, to  look  out  first  for  "num- 
ber one."  Jesus  took  this  fact  of 
human  experience,  not  as  an  ideal 
or  perfect  state  of  affairs,  but  sim- 
ply as  a  fact,  and  said,  "You  ought 
to  do  as  much  for  your  neighbor." 

Following  the  illustration  of 
money,  if  gold  in  Fort  Knox  guaran- 
tees the  value  of  a  dollar,  what 
establishes  and  guarantees  the 
value  of  "love?"  Well,  Christ  did  not 
hold  up  self-love  as  the  ideal  against 
which  our  love  of  our  neighbors  is 
to  be  measured.  In  pushing  the  word 
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"love"  to  its  Christian  origins  and 
elemental  meaning,  Jesus  said: 
"...love  one  another  as  I  have 
loved  you''  (John  15:12).  And  still 
further  back:  "As  the  Father  has 
loved  me,  so  have  I  loved  you"  (John 
15:9). 

So  love  is  rooted  in  God  and  is 
revealed  in  Jesus  Christ.  This  is 
the  spiritual  and  intellectual  and 
emotional  "Fort  Knox"  which 
stands  behind  and  defines  and 
guarantees  the  Christian  usage  of 
the  word  "love."  It  isn't  our  self- 
love  that  is  any  kind  of  measuring 
rod  for  the  love  we  are  to  show 
toward  our  neighbor,  but  the  love 
we  have  seen  in  Christ.  It  is  in  him, 
and  only  in  him,  that  we  see  the 
full  measure  and  extent  and  depth 
and  height  and  meaning  of  love. 

So  Jesus  Told  Us  to  Love  God 

In  this  instance  he  did  not  say, 
"Believe  in  God,"  or  "Trust  God," 
or  "Serve  God."  He  said  "Love 
God."  At  its  deepest  and  strongest, 
love  is  putting  someone  in  the 
center  of  your  universe,  like  the 
sun,  with  all  the  other  things  re- 
volving around  that  center  and 
gaining  their  warmth  and  light 
and  life  from  it.  So  Jesus  said, 
"Love  God." 

They  say  that  loneliness,  if  it  is 
strong  enough  and  prolonged 
enough,  can  drive  us  mad.  Well, 
if  a  man  has  no  consciousness  of 
God,  no  warm  and  loving  sense  of 
the  presence  of  God,  then  he  is 
not  far  from  a  certain  grievous 
madness.  If  it  is  loneliness  to  find 
oneself  on  a  desert  island,  separ- 
ated   from    human    company    by    a 


few  hundred  miles,  how  much  more 
terrible  is  the  loneliness  of  a  man 
who  thinks  of  himself  as  swirling 
through  limitless  space  upon  a 
tiny  planet,  utterly  and  cosmicly 
alone?  And  mightn't  it  be  that  the 
madness  of  mankind  in  our  day  is 
simply  the  madness  of  a  cosmic 
loneliness?  In  his  separation  from 
God,  man  looks  out  upon  a  cold 
and  profoundly  lifeless  universe 
which  contains,  in  all  its  vastness, 
no  living  reality  to  love  him  and  to 
be  loved  by  him.  Even  as  man's 
vision  reaches  out  more  and  more 
millions  of  miles  into  the  universe, 
he  does  not  find  God  there — he 
finds  only  frightening  distances  of 
vast  and  derelict  and  abandoned 
emptiness. 

And  so  Jesus  said,  "Love  God." 
You  will  not  have  any  difficulty 
believing  in  someone  you  love.  You 
will  not  have  any  trouble  trusting 
someone  you  truly  love.  And  love 
God  not  for  your  own  sake,  for 
what  you  can  get  out  of  it — love 
God  for  his  sake,  because  of  who 
he  is,  because  he  is  God.  All  nature, 
all  the  world  and  the  heavens  take 
on  a  new  meaning  when  you  love 
God.  The  flower  blooming  beside 
your  path  becomes  a  personal  word 
of  love  from  him.  And  the  sun  and 
the  moon  and  the  stars  are  all 
shining  upon  you  with  the  light  of 
his  love,  and  all  the  world  is  God's, 
and  you  are  his. 

Jesus  Also  Said,  '*Love  Your 
Neighbor" 

Again,  much  of  the  unrest  and 
agony  of  our  time  derives  from  the 
gnawing,  aching,  consuming  loneli- 
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ness  of  man,  even  in  the  pressing 
billions  of  his  increase  upon  this 
planet.  The  Christian  message  has 
always  been  that  the  only  basis 
for  happy  and  fruitful  human  rela- 
tions is  love.  Justice  is  not  enough, 
and  a  cold  respect  for  the  rights  of 
others  is  not  enough,  and  a  recogni- 
tion of  the  physical  needs  of  man 
is  not  enough.  Nothing  is  enough, 
except  love. 

It  is  only  our  pretension,  our  false 
pride,  which  seems  to  make  it  so 
difficult  to  love  others.  We  com- 
plain that  it  is  so  difficult,  virtually 
impossible,  to  love  others.  And  yet, 
in  order  to  love  others  we  are  almost 
never  called  upon  to  forgive  faults 
which  are  not  very  much  in  evi- 
dence in  our  own  lives.  If  we  can 
live  with  ourselves,  heaven  knows 
we  ought  to  be  able  to  live  with 
others  and  to  love  them  .  .  .  "as 
ourselves." 

Here  is  the  peculiar  and  distinc- 
tive thing  about  the  love  Jesus 
bids  us  to  have  toward  one  an- 
other: there  are  to  be  no  special 
reasons  that  call  it  forth,  no  special 
or  exclusive  circumstances  which 
make  it  possible.  As  he  has  loved 
us,  so  we  are  to  love  one  another. 
We  are  all  persons,  creations  of 
God,  human  beings,  and  this  is 
reason  enough  for  love. 


There  is  no  more  precious  ex- 
perience open  to  man  than  to  be 
with  someone  we  love.  There  is 
something  about  such  an  exper- 
ience that  is  indescribably  good. 
Time  goes  by  without  our  being 
conscious  of  it.  Our  hearts  are 
warm  and  free  and  we  go  away  feel- 
ing blessed  and  fulfilled.  How 
wonderful  it  would  be,  then,  if  such 
an  experience  were  the  daily  rule 
in  all  our  relationships  as,  indeed, 
it  would  be  if  we  loved  one  another. 
Does  this  sound  like  a  foolish, 
impractical  dream,  an  impossible 
thing?  I'm  afraid  it  does,  but  it  is 
not.  It  is  precisely  what  God  wants 
and  expects  of  us.  It  is  precisely 
our  Christian  calling  and  duty  and 
joy. 

"Love  God,  and  love  one  an- 
other"— so  easy  to  say,  but  so  hard 
to  do,  so  hard  to  know  even  where 
to  begin.  The  key  to  it  all,  the 
answer,  the  way,  you  will  find  in 
Jesus  Christ.  We  say  so  many  cold 
and  sterile  things  about  Jesus,  and 
endlessly  spin  around  him  the  web 
of  our  doctrines  and  creeds.  But 
the  effect  he  had  on  people  was 
just  this:  He  convinced  men  that 
God  loved  them,  and  somehow  he 
got  them  to  love  God  and  one 
another.  And  that  is  the  effect  he 
would  have  on  us,  if  we  let  him.  ■  H 


THEY  WAITED  150  YEARS 

LONDON  (AP)— What  were  the  two  British  soldiers  doing  standing 
on  the  Duke  of  York's  steps  just  off  London's  busy  Pall  Mall? 

Defense  Secretary  Denis  Healey  replied:  **Troops  have  been  on  duty 
there  every  since  the  Napoleonic  wars  a  century  and  a  half  ago,  when 
they  were  posted  to  the  spot  to  hold  the  Duke  of  Wellington's  horse." 

The  men  have  now  been  put  to  more  up-to-date  work  after  an  army 
survey  into  manpower  wastage. 
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Some  very  young  sports  enthusiasts  watch  their  favorites  play  during  a 
Conference  of  the  Fellowship  of  Christian  Athletes. 


Christian  Athletes  Harness  Hero  Worship 


By  Gary  Warner 


What  God  can  do  with  coaches  and  athletes 


THE  first  two  days  I  could  have 
cared  less  about  this  Jesus  bus- 
iness. Then  Bill  Leach  drew  his 
picture  of  the  crucifixion,  and  I 
couldn't  sleep  that  night.  The  next 
day  I  felt  sick.  I  took  out  a  boat  in 
midafternoon  and  drifted  for  hours 
in  the  center  of  the  lake,  just  think- 
ing and  praying. 

"That  night  I  talked  a  long  time 
with  Roger  Fredrikson   and  finally 


told  him  that,  in  my  heart,  I  wanted 
to  be  part  of  the  Christian  action. 
I  had  never  been  in  a  church  and 
when  guys  talked  about  John  15  or 
Matthew  5  in  the  Bible,  I  thought 
they  meant  page  numbers.  The  only 
reason  I  had  come  was  that  my 
coach  sent  me.  I  was  sure  glad  he 
did." 

This    high    school    athlete    found 
"The    Life    That    Wins"    (the    1968 
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theme)  at  the  Green  Lake,  Wiscon- 
sin, Fellowship  of  Christian  Ath- 
letes summer  conference.  It  was  one 
of  nine  conferences  held  last  year. 
Over  5,000  athletes  and  coaches 
participated.  Quite  a  difference 
from  1956  when  256  adventuresome 
souls  trekked  to  Estes  Park,  Col- 
orado, to  see  what  this  FCA  con- 
ference business  was  all  about. 

Several  expressions  ring  through 
a  conference  season: 

It  was  the  greatest  week  of  my  life. 

My  life  was  changed. 

I'm  from  a  real  cool  town,  and  I  didn't 
want  to  leave  my  gang.  My  Mom  and 
Dad  made  me  come.  The  first  thing 
when  I  get  home  I'm  going  to  tell  my 
folks  thanks. 

Man  (said  a  Negro  athlete),  here 
they  don't  care  if  you're  black  or  red 
or  yellow  or  what.  I  know  now  what 
love  is  all  about. 


The  daily  program  is  about  the 
same.  The  day  starts  with  a  quiet 
time  for  personal  meditation  and 
prayer.  This  is  followed  by  the 
morning  platform  session  in  which 
some  of  the  FCA  national  staff  and 
well-known  clergymen  around  the 
nation  (Dick  Halverson,  Bevel 
Jones,  Gary  Demarest,  Dale  Turner, 
Roger  Fredrikson,  and  Ralph  Lang- 
ley)  lay  the  foundation  for  the  daily 
themes — "The  Adventurous  Life," 
"The  New  Life,"  "The  Disciplined 
Life,"  and  "The  Life  That  Wins." 

Next  comes  the  famous  "Dog- 
patch  Olympics"  in  which  a  huddle 
of  10  to  20  boys  compete  as  a  team 
in  such  sports  as  football,  basket- 
ball, soccer,  relay  race,  cage  ball, 
angle  ball,  slowball  and  volleyball. 
Standings  are  kept  and  trophies 
presented  to  the  winning  team. 

The    huddle    sessions    after    the 


"Huddle"  groups  in  the  beautiful  setting  of  the  YMCA  Camp  of  the  Rockies 
where  three  FCA  Conferences  will  be  held  in  1969. 
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Angle  ball  is  being  played  by  these  athletes  at  FCA  Conference. 


Dogpatch  allow  each  boy  to  share 
further  in  the  day's  theme. 

The  afternoon  is  devoted  to  ath- 
letics and  panel  sessions.  These 
demonstrations  and  workouts  allow 
the  delegates  to  rub  elbows  with 
such  pro  football  players  as  Bill 
Curry,  Jerry  Stovall,  Don  Shinnick, 
Pat  Richter,  Carroll  Dale,  and 
others;  basketball  players  such  as 
Paul  Neumann,  Charlie  Scott,  and 
Doug  Moe;  former  pro  baseball 
players  such  as  Jerry  Kindall,  Bob- 
by Richardson,  and  Jerry  Lumpe; 
and  college  coaches  from  east  to 
west,  such  as  Paul  Dietzel,  Norm 
Stewart,  Roger  Craft,  Larry  Glass, 
Dean  Smith,  and  Gene  Stallings. 

Each  evening  features  something 
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Paul  Anderson,  370-pounder  and 
former  Olympic  weight-lifting  champ, 
who  has  been  called  **the  world's 
strongest  man,"  prepares  to  demon- 
strate his  amazing  ability  for  young 
people  at  FCA  Conference. 


Star  athletes  at  FCA  Conference,  Black  Mountain,  N.  C.  Front  row,  L-R:  Fran 
Tarkenton,  New  York  Giant;  Steve  Sloan,  Alabama  asst.  coach;  Beau  Collie, 
former  Louisiana  State  gridder;  Bill  Curry,  Baltimore  Colts;  Bennie  Boyd,  Florida 
high  school  coach.  Back  row,  L-R:  Ted  Workman,  former  Canadian  football 
official;  Bob  Timberlake,  quarterback  University  of  Michigan,  former  Giant 
player;  Clyde  Lee,  San  Francisco  Warriors;  Jerry  Stovall,  St.  Louis  Cardinals; 
Ray  Berry,  Dallas  Cowboys  asst.  coach;  Chuck  Walker,  St.  Louis;  Don  Shinnick, 
Baltimore  Colts;  Bill  Wade,  former  Chicago  Bear  quarterback. 


special  such  as  the  singing  of  Ray 
Hildebrand;  or  the  magic  and  jug- 
gling of  FCA  executive  director 
James  Jeffrey;  and  testimonies  of 
Christian  faith. 

There  are  other  highlights  such 
as  leadership  training  sessions; 
mass  calisthenics;  athletic  events 
including  distance  running,  rope 
climb,  football  and  baseball  throw. 


sprints,  obstacle  course  and  swim- 
ming. 

It  is  true  that  these  conferences 
"harness  hero  worship";  and  are 
full  of  "inspiration  and  perspira- 
tion." But  it  finally  boils  down  to 
what  God  can  do  when  athletes  and 
coaches  draw  near  to  him.  Now  how 
about  the  summer  conferences  in 
1969? 
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Coaches    playing    volleyball    during 
Conference  at  Estes  Park,  Colo. 

The  most  extensive  and  exciting 
summer  schedule  since  the  FCA 
national  conference  were  first  held 
in  1956  is  planned  this  year.  Last 
summer  a  record  5,400  athletes  and 
coaches  attended  a  record  nine 
conferences. 

This  summer  between  8,000  and 
10,000  delegates  are  expected  to  at- 
tend 15  conferences,  including  the 
first  coaches '  conference  ever  held. 

Staffers  will  include  the  FCA's 
20  full-time  men  and  such  favorites 
as  pros  Tom  Landry,  Don  Shinnick, 
Carroll  Dale,  Jerry  Stovall,  and 
Bobby  Mitchell;  coaches  such  as 
John  Wooden,  Dean  Smith,  and 
Doug  Dickey,    plus   scores   of  new- 


comers to  FCA  from  the  collegiate 
and  pro  ranks. 

The  July  coaches'  conference  will 
provide  technical  information  from 
proven  authorities  in  the  coaching 
field  and  a  time  of  rest  and  fun  for 
coaches  and  their  families. 

The  conference  cost  for  each  high 
school  junior  and  senior  and  college 
athletes  will  again  be  $85  for  a  mem- 
orable week  of  "inspiration  and 
perspiration"  with  the  greats  of  the 
sporting  world.  Write  the  conference 
registrar  at  the  FCA  national  office 
NOW  for  further  information  (eligi- 
bility, family  rates,  etc.)  and  ap- 
plication forms. 

Conference  Registrar,  Fellowship 
of  Christian  Athletes, 
Suite  812,  Traders  National  Bank 
Building,  1125  Grand  Avenue, 
Kansas  City,  Missouri  64106 


FREEDOM 
In  the  cool  dawn 
A  soldier  wakes, 
Alone  and  afraid, 
With  the  steady  and  distant 

sound  of  guns 
O'er  the  horizon. 

He  is  far  across  the  sea 
On  lands  of  fear  and  foe. 
Apart  from  that  which  makes 
him  whole. 

He  fights  not  for  a  prize  of 

gold, 
But  for  the  bells  of  freedom — 
Will  they  ever  ring? 

—Scott  McQuilkin 


32 


If  ,  f. 


Sj^ll^wjs^lOi.'l 


Z^/J^'  'i 


Olympic  star  Charles  Scott  of  the  University  of  North  Carolina  shoots  over 
Doug  Moe  of  the  ABA  Oakland  Oaks  in  basketball  demonstration  at  the 
North  Carolina  Conference,  1968. 


SUMMER  CONFERENCES- 
FCA-1969 

TIME  PLACE 

June  1-6 Black  Mountain,  N.C. 

Fayetteville,  Ark. 

June  8-13 Black  Mountain,  N.C. 

Estes  Park,  Colo. 

June  15-20 Black  Mountain,  N.C. 

Valparaiso,  Indiana 

June  22-27 San  Diego,  Calif. 

Lancaster,  Pa. 

June  24-29 Worcester,  Mass. 

July  13-17 Estes  Park,  Colo. 

(Coaches'  Conference) 

July  3-8 Rome,  Ga. 

Ft.  Collins,  Colo. 

August  10-15 Ashland,  Ore. 

Ft.  Collins,  Colo. 

August  17-22 Estes  Park,  Colo. 
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PROFILES  OF  BIBLE  PERSONALITIES:  ISAIAH 


Prophet  Who  Saw  the  Lord 


By  W.  J.  Smart 


ISAIAH  of  Jerusalem  was  born  an  aristocrat  in  the  eighth  century 
B.C.,  and  his  ancestry  and  environment  had  a  profound  influence 
upon  his  personality  and  outlook  during  his  early  life. 

His  formal  education  included  the  study  of  contemporary  pol- 
itics, history,  social  conditions,  and  religion,  and  his  academic  ac- 
quaintance with  these  subjects  was  enriched  and  vitalized  in 
thought  and  action  by  his  personal  contact  with  the  national  lead- 
ers who  visited  his  home.  He  was  also  a  privileged  person  among 
Court  circles,  and  in  the  royal  palace. 

Isaiah's  hero  during  his  adolescence  was  King  Uzziah.  Uzziah 
had  been  selected  as  King  in  783  B.  C.  when  his  father  was  assas- 
sinated, and  when  Uzziah  was  only  sixteen  years  of  age.  He  was 
already  a  strong  ruler  long  before  Isaiah  began  to  take  an  interest  in 
politics.  On  all  sides  Isaiah  heard  men  singing  the  praises  of  the 
King,  as  having  been  a  good  soldier,  a  wise  statesman,  giving  prac- 
tical encouragement  to  agriculture,  husbandry,  cattle  farming, 
strengthening  the  fortifications  of  Jerusalem  against  attack,  and 
lifting  the  living  standards  in  Judah  to  a  height  unknown  in  the 
Southern  Kingdom  since  the  fabulous  days  of  Solomon.  Besides,  he 
was  a  deeply  religious  man.  The  only  complaint  against  him  came 

The  Reverend   W.  J.   Smart,   D.D.   is  vicar  of  Sulgrave  and  rector  of 
Thorpe  Mandeville,  Nr.  Banbury,  Oxon,  England 
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Series  for  1969.  Next  month:  Esther,  Queen  Who  Saved  a 
Nation 

from  the  Temple  priests  who  said  he  wanted  to  perform  priestly 
functions.  Then  quite  suddenly,  Uzziah  was  smitten  with  leprosy, 
and  a  shadow  fell  across  the  young  heart  of  Isaiah  as  he  thought  of 
his  hero  suffering  in  enforced  isolation. 

Although  Judah  was  not  as  rich  as  her  northern  neighbor,  like 
Israel  she  had  her  new  rich  who  acquired  power  through  trade  and 
commerce  and  made  the  nation  prosperous.  Whether  or  not  Isaiah 
ever  personally  met  Amos  or  Hosea,  the  prophets  to  the  Northern 
Kingdom  of  Israel,  is  uncertain;  but  there  is  little  doubt  that  Isaiah 
was  acquainted  with  the  burden  of  their  message.  Further,  Isaiah 
saw  in  the  social  conditions  around  him  the  same  sins  which  Amos 
and  Hosea  had  denounced  in  the  North. 

A  deepening  religious  experience  occurred  in  the  life  of  Isaiah 
during  his  later  'teen  years,  and  his  growing  desire  was  to  do  some- 
thing for  the  betterment  of  his  generation.  At  that  time  he  had  no 
foresight  that  he  would  become  a  prophet  one  day.  Like  many  young 
men  today  try  to  translate  religious  faith  into  daily  action  with  no 
thought  of  leaving  "secular"  life  for  "holy  orders,"  so  Isaiah,  enjoying 
the  privileges  of  his  aristocratic  status,  desired  to  do  something  for 
God  in  the  service  of  his  fellows. 

A  Vision  of  God 

It  was  his  habit  to  go  into  the  Temple  for  quiet  meditation,  and 
in  the  year  when  his  great  hero  Uzziah  died  of  leprosy,  Isaiah,  who 
was  now  about  twenty,  was  praying  in  the  Temple  when  he  saw  God. 
To  Isaiah  this  vision  was  no  mere  projection  of  his  own  thoughts;  it 
was  an  actual  encounter  with  God.  God  had  appeared  to  him, 
spoken  to  him,  cleansed  him,  and  appointed  him  to  be  his  spokes- 
man to  the  nation.  "I  saw  the  Lord,"  he  says,  "sitting  upon  a  throne, 
high  and  lifted  up,  and  his  train  filled  the  Temple."  "Woe  is  me!  For 
I  am  lost;  for  I  am  a  man  of  unclean  lips,  and  I  dwell  in  the  midst 
of  a  people  of  unclean  lips;  for  my  eyes  have  seen  the  King,  the  Lord 
of  hosts!  "(Isaiah  6:  1,5). 

His  reaction  to  this  experience  is  for  us  a  window  on  his  soul. 
He  was  profoundly  conscious  of  his  moral  unfitness  to  be  in  the 
presence  of  God,  and  at  once  confessed  his  sin.  But  note:  he  not  only 
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confessed  his  own  sin  but  also  the  sinfulness  of  his  nation;  he  was 
part  and  parcel  of  it.  Call  this  by  whatever  name  you  like — a  sense 
of  social  solidarity,  a  flame  of  patriotism,  the  idealism  of  adolescence 
—  but  it  shows  us  a  young  man  of  twenty  who  has  already  identified 
himself  with  his  nation,  recognizing  her  sinfulness  as  his  and  sharing 
her  guilt. 

Immediately,  God  provided  for  his  cleansing.  But  it  is  his  cleans- 
ing that  is  effected,  not  that  of  the  nation.  God  does  not  "save  men 
by  the  barrel  load."  He  saves  men  as  individuals. 

The  Call  of  God 

The  vision  of  God,  however,  was  only  the  first  part  of  Isaiah's 
experience  in  the  Temple  that  day;  the  second  part  was  a  call. 
"Whom  shall  I  send,  and  who  will  go  for  us?"  Isaiah  has  no  need  to 
ask  whose  voice  it  is,  or  what  the  errand  was.  He  knew  that  God  was 
needing  a  messenger.  Gladly,  eagerly,  and  without  reservations  he 
answered,  "Here  am  I!  Send  me,"  and  from  that  moment  Isaiah  was 
a  dedicated  spirit,  a  man  with  a  new  motivation,  a  new  purpose,  a 
new  dimension,  and  a  new  intimacy  with  God. 

We  should  sit  back  and  quietly  imagine  what  it  must  have 
meant  to  the  people  of  Jerusalem  to  hear  this  well-known  young 
aristocrat  indicting  the  rich  for  their  injustice  to  the  poor;  denounc- 
ing luxury,  pride,  greed,  oppression.  He  pointed  out  that  God  looked 
for  a  people  devoted  to  truth  and  righteousness  but  saw  only  men 
"that  rose  up  early  in  the  morning,  that  they  may  follow  strong 
drink."  A  people  who  called  good  evil  and  evil  good,  who  put  dark- 
ness for  light  and  light  for  darkness.  The  whole  nation  was,  he  said, 
laden  with  iniquity,  its  whole  body  was  sick  "from  the  sole  of  the  foot 
even  unto  the  head."  But,  added  the  young  prophet,  it  is  not  too  late 
to  change:  "Though  your  sins  are  like  scarlet,  they  shall  be  as  white 
as  snow;  though  they  are  red  like  crimson,  they  shall  become  like 
wool"  (Isaiah  1:18). 

Isaiah  married  a  girl  when  he  was  in  his  mid-twenties,  who 
shared  his  religious  faith  and  reforming  zeal.  He  called  her  "the 
prophetess."  They  named  their  first  child  Shear-yashubh — "a 
remnant  shall  return"  or,  "a  remnant  shall  be  converted."  The 
choice  of  such  a  name  by  a  young  couple  for  their  son  implied  that 
while  they  both  believed  that  judgment  must  come  to  a  sinful  na- 
tion, God  would  not  entirely  obliterate  it.  Beyond  judgment  was 
redemption,  and  redemption  was  by  the  few. 
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Years  of  Frustration 

The  first  thirteen  years  of  Isaiah's  prophetic  ministry  were  years 
of  frustration.  Two  different  kings  reigned  during  that  period;  the 
first  was  weak,  the  second  was  wicked.  Now  and  then  Isaiah  inter- 
vened in  public  affairs  as  God's  spokesman,  but  little  notice  was 
taken  of  his  appeals  and  warnings. 

With  the  accession  of  Hezekiah,  however,  new  hope  burned  in 
the  heart  of  the  Prophet.  The  new  king  was  twenty -five  years  of 
age.  He  was  active  and  vigorous  in  mind  and  will.  He  made  no 
secret  of  the  fact  that  reforms  in  the  life  of  the  nation  were  long 
overdue,  and  he  believed  that  all  social  reforms  should  have  a  reli- 
gious motivation.  Another  gratifying  thing  was  that  the  new  King 
wanted  the  friendship  and  advice  of  Isaiah,  who  was  now  about 
thirty-seven  years  of  age. 

With  Isaiah  beside  him,  the  new  King  began  his  policy  of  re- 
form. Idolatrous  symbols  were  removed  from  the  Temple  at  once,  the 
whole  nation  was  summoned  to  a  solemn  passover,  and  there  was  a 
revival  of  sacred  music  and  national  literature.  But  the  heart  of  the 
nation  was  not  changed.  In  the  field  of  ethics,  the  administration 
of  justice,  social  relationships,  matters  remained  largely  as  they 
were.  But  Isaiah  was  building  up  a  band  of  disciples;  the  remnant 
would  not  fail. 

Isaiah  was  not  only  an  ardent  social  reformer  and  fervent  evan- 
gelist, he  was  also  a  statesman  whose  statesmanship  excelled  that 
of  all  others  in  his  day.  The  two  great  political  rivals  at  that  time 
were  Assyria  and  Egypt.  Judah  was  already  a  vassal  state  of  Assy- 
ria— one  of  the  hated  legacies  which  Hezekiah  had  inherited  from 
his  immediate  predecessor  and  one  from  which  he  longed  to  be  free. 
Many  other  small  states  in  the  Middle  East  were  also  vassals  of 
Assyria,  and  all  of  them  were  itching  to  make  a  bid  for  freedom. 
Jerusalem  and  Judah  were  hot-beds  of  political  intrigue,  and  alli- 
ances were  being  formed  between  vassal  states  to  break  Assyria's 
power.  Isaiah  advised  Hezekiah  to  have  no  part  with  them.  Revolt 
against  Assyria  at  that  time,  he  said,  was  madness.  It  would  end 
only  in  Judah  being  crushed.  But  a  strong  "freedom"  party  in 
Jerusalem  said  that  Egypt  would  help  the  vassal  states  to  win  inde- 
pendence; Isaiah  replied  that  Egypt's  word  could  not  be  relied 
upon.  The  intrigues  and  discussions  continued. 

To  influence  public  opinion  against  revolt,  God  told  Isaiah  to 
walk  "naked   and   barefoot"   like  a  captive  through  the  streets   of 
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Jerusalem,  as  a  sign  that  if  the  nation  revolted  against  Assyria  at 
that  time  the  people  would  be  stripped  of  all  their  possessions  and 
carried  away  into  captivity.  This  is  what  the  Assyrians  had  already 
done  to  the  people  of  the  Northern  Kingdom  of  Israel,  and  Isaiah 
said  "it  will  happen  here."  For  three  years  he  thus  urged  people  to 
turn  away  from  rebellious  foreign  alliances,  and  put  their  faith  in 
God. 

But  all  his  warnings  and  appeals  were  in  vain. 

Victory  Over  Sennacherib 

Finally,  Sennacherib,  King  of  Assyria,  lost  all  patience  with  the 
insurrectionists  and  marched  against  Judah.  Rapidly  he  crushed 
and  devastated  forty-six  cities  in  Judah,  then  surrounded  Jerusa- 
lem and  shut  up  Judah's  King,  as  he  said,  "like  a  bird  in  a  cage." 

Isaiah,  now  about  sixty  years  of  age,  was  the  only  one  in  Jerusa- 
lem who  did  not  panic.  The  King  and  his  counselors  dressed  in  sack- 
cloth, inquired  of  him  what  they  should  do,  and  to  their  astonish- 
ment they  were  told  "Judah's  strength  is  to  sit  still"  (Isaiah  30:7); 
that  is,  do  not  surrender,  do  not  defend,  wait  for  the  salvation  of  the 
Lord.  When  Sennacherib's  envoy  entered  the  city  to  receive,  as  he 
anticipated,  its  abject  surrender,  he  found  that  no  such  surrender 
was  forthcoming.  Hezekiah  was  neither  arrogant  nor  defiant.  He 
merely  said  he  was  trusting  God  to  save  them.  Scoffing  at  such  a 
faith,  the  envoy  sneered  that  Judah's  God  had  not  saved  the  forty- 
six  cities  which  they  had  already  destroyed;  nor  could  he  save 
Jerusalem  from  the  Assyrian  armies  which  now  completely  sur- 
rounded it.  Isaiah  again  counseled  Hezekiah  to  "sit  still."  "Therefore 
thus  says  the  Lord  concerning  the  king  of  Assyria:  He  shall  not  come 
into  this  city  .  .  .  For  I  will  defend  this  city  to  save  it"  (Isaiah  37: 
33,35). 

A  night  of  suspense  and  terror  followed.  Panic  and  despair 
reigned  in  the  city.  Every  sound  in  the  dark,  every  movement,  every 
whisper,  gave  rise  to  alarm.  People  expected  the  Assyrians  to  burst 
in  upon  them  at  any  moment  with  ruthless  slaughter.  But  still  the 
aged  prophet  was  unperturbed,  and  by  his  superb  serenity  and  con- 
fidence that  God's  word  could  be  trusted,  he  fortified  the  King 
against  capitulation,  and  steadied  those  around  him  at  the  top  level 
of  the  nation.  They  sat  still  and  waited  for  God. 

In  the  early  light  of  the  next  day,  the  inhabitants  of  Jerusalem 
cautiously  looked  over  the  city  walls  and  were  amazed  to  find  that 
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Sennacherib's  vast  army  had  vanished.  Various  explanations  have 
been  given  of  this.  Some  say  that  Sennacherib  was  compelled  to  get 
his  army  away  quickly  because  of  an  outbreak  of  plague  among  his 
troops.  Others  say  that  he  had  received  political  news  from  home  of 
a  very  alarming  nature,  and  that  it  was  imperative  for  him  to  get 
back  with  all  possible  speed.  Whatever  the  reason,  Judah's  inter- 
pretation of  the  event  was  that  God  had  saved  his  people  and  vin- 
dicated the  word  of  his  Prophet. 

Isaiah's  end  is  obscure.  Tradition  says  he  lived  on  into  the 
reign  of  Manasseh,  when  a  wave  of  religious  persecution  swept  over 
the  country  encouraged,  if  not  initiated,  by  the  King.  It  is  believed 
that  the  aged  Isaiah  was  among  the  many  murdered  martyrs.  But  he 
left  behind  him  a  book  which  is  as  imperishable  in  its  literary 
beauty  as  it  is  in  its  truth.  ■  ■ 


How  My  Faith  Has  Helped  Me 
in  the  Military 

WHEN  I  leave  my  wife  and  fine  children  for  two  weeks  each 
year  (to  fulfull  my  Active  Reserve  obligation),  I  commit 
them  to  the  Almighty  and  his  loving,  tender  mercy  toward  his 
children.  It  is  this  faith — that  he  watches  over  all  his  children — 
that  makes  it  easier  to  perform  my  duties  away  from  home. 

Knowing  that  God  cares  about  each  of  us,  as  if  we  were  indi- 
vidually wrapped  in  a  very  special  package,  leads  me  to  do  my  best 
at  home  and  away  from  home.  As  it  is  natural  not  to  want  to  hurt 
those  you  love,  so  it  follows  that  those  who  love  you  do  not  want 
to  hurt  you.  And  who  loves  his  children  more  than  our  Father  in 
heaven. 

What  a  weight  we  have  to  carry  when  we  do  not  believe  in  his 
help.  My  faith  in  God  has  lightened  the  load  and  removed  the 
worry  that  is  so  natural  to  those  of  us  away  from  our  families. 

Yes,  faith  can  move  mountains  and  lift  our  daily  burden. 

—A.  P.  Romero,  DTC,  USNR-R,  USS  Vulcan  (AR-5) 
(Dental)  FPO  New  York,  N.  Y.  09501 


He    who    drinks    before    driving,    puts    the   quart    before   the   hearse. — 
Paul  G.  Stevens. 
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Bunch   Quitter 


By  Wayne  C.  Lee 


Mike  could  see  they  were  picking  up  strays  along  the  trail, 
and  he  didn't  like  it 


MIKE  Talbot  saw  the  strays 
that  had  been  added  to  the 
herd  as  he  made  his  first  circle  of 
the  bedding  grounds.  Those  strays 
were  still  on  their  feet,  moving 
around  restlessly. 

Mike  scowled.  These  weren't  the 
first  strays  that  the  herd  had 
picked  up  as  it  moved  along.  Mike 
guessed  there  were  at  least  a  hun- 
dred more  cattle  in  the  herd  now 
than  there  had  been  when  the  drive 
left  Bruce  Nottle's  ranch. 

Mike  didn't  like  it.  This  could 
lead  to  trouble.  Those  strays  be- 
longed on  the  ranches  they  were 
passing.  So  far  the  drive  hadn't 
been  stopped  by  any  trail-cutters 
to  take  out  the  cattle  that  didn't 
belong  to  Bruce  Nottle.  But  it  was 
bound  to  happen  and  that  could 
mean  trouble  if  Mike  was  reading 
Bruce  Nottle  right. 

"Looks  like  we've  got  some  spooky 


ones,"  Gus  Windham  said,  reigning 
up  beside  Mike. 

"Yeah,"  Mike  said.  "Some  more 
that  don't  belong  to  us." 

"Don't  let  Bruce  hear  you  say 
that,"  Gus  warned.  "He  says  it's 
normal  to  pick  up  a  few  head  of 
strays  when  you're  driving  through 
a  ranching  country." 

"A  few  maybe,  but  not  a  hundred 
head,"  Mike  said.  "Bruce  hasn't 
cut  the  herd  once  to  turn  back  the 
strays." 

Gus  grinned.  "He's  not  liable  to, 
either.  That  Army  contract  he  has 
says  he  is  to  deliver  one  thousand 
head  of  cattle  at  the  Red  Cloud 
Indian  Agency  at  Fort  Robinson. 
You  know  he  didn't  have  quite  nine 
hundred  head  when  we  left  the 
ranch.  But  you  can  bet  he'll  have 
the  thousand  when  we  check  in  at 
the  fort." 

"These    critters    don't    have    our 
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brand  name  on  them." 

''They'll  have  our  road  brand 
when  we  get  there.  I  heard  Bruce 
tell  Jake  we'd  stop  one  of  these  days 
and  road  brand  any  strays  we  had 
picked  up  that  couldn't  be  returned 
to  the  rightful  owners." 

"That  will  be  everything  we  have 
picked  up,"  Mike  said  disgustedly. 

"You're  not  thinking  about  kick- 
ing up  a  fuss  over  these  strays,  are 
you?" 

'T  don't  know,"  Mike  admitted. 
'Tt's  nothing  but  stealing,  It 
wouldn't  take  us  five  minutes  to  cut 
out  the  new  ones  and  turn  them 
back.  They'd  go  right  home." 

"So  would  we,"  Gus  said.  "Bruce 
would  fire  us  so  quick  we  wouldn't 
get  our  supper.  I  need  this  money. 
I  don't  know  about  you." 

Mike  frowned.  He  needed  it,  all 
right.  If  he  hadn't,  he  wouldn't  have 
hired  on  with  Bruce  Nottle,  even  at 
the  extra  good  wages  he  was  paying. 

"I've  got  to  have  the  money,"  he 
said.  "Sarah  is  to  meet  me  at  the 
fort  and  we're  going  to  get  married. 
Then  we'll  take  this  money,  along 
with  what  we  have  saved,  and  start 
a  little  herd  of  our  own.  We've  al- 
ready picked  a  spot  down  on  the 
Platte  just  west  of  the  Nebraska 
line." 

"Then  it  seems  to  me  you'd  better 
keep  your  mouth  shut  about  these 
strays." 

Mike  sighed.  "I  reckon  so." 

"I  thought  once  of  reporting  these 
strays  when  we  turned  the  cattle 
over  to  the  Army,"  Gus  admitted. 
"But  I  took  a  second  thought  on 
that,  too.  If  Bruce  doesn't  have 
enough  cattle  to  fill  his  contract,  he 


might  not  make  his  sale  at  all.  Then 
we  wouldn't  get  a  penny  for  our 
work.  The  best  thing  we  can  do  is 
keep  our  mouth  shut  and  do  our 
job.  We  re  not  getting  paid  to  pass 
judgment  on  Bruce  Nottle's  meth- 
ods of  doing  business." 

Mike  supposed  Gus  was  right. 
But  he  didn't  like  it.  He  began  rid- 
ing slowly  around  the  herd,  quieting 
the  cattle  so  they  would  bed  down 
for  the  night.  The  new  cattle  were 
not  trail -weary  like  the  others  and 
they  were  in  strange  surroundings. 
They  wouldn't  quiet  down  as  quick- 
ly as  the  others. 

They'd  make  extra  work  for  Mike 
during  the  drive  tomorrow,  too. 
Mike's  job  was  to  ride  flank  or  drag. 
The  bunch  quitters  were  back  there, 
the  cattle  that  felt  the  urge  to  pull 
out  of  the  herd  and  go  on  their  own. 
The  new  strays  were  the  worst 
about  that  for  they  weren't  trail- 
broken.  More  than  once  Mike  had 
been  tempted  to  let  some  of  the 
strays  go.  But  two  or  three  times  a 
day  Bruce  Nottle  rode  back  into  the 
dust  of  the  drag  to  make  sure  his 
men  weren't  letting  anything  get 
away. 

Mike  had  to  push  a  couple  of  the 
strays  back  into  the  herd  twice  dur- 
ing his  turn  at  night  guard.  By  the 
time  he  was  relieved,  however,  the 
cattle  had  all  bedded  down  and 
Mike  knew  they  wouldn't  give  any 
more  trouble  until  tomorrow  on  the 
trail . 

THEY  had  been  on  the  trail  only 
an  hour  the  next  morning  when 
the  cattle  ahead  of  Mike  began 
millinof  instead  of  moving  forward. 
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He  pulled  out  of  the  dust  and  rode 
forward  to  see  what  had  stopped  the 
herd. 

Looking  toward  the  point,  he  saw 
Bruce  Nottle  arguing  vehemently 
with  three  riders.  Mike  didn't  need 
to  be  told  what  was  wrong.  He  rode 
forward  to  help  the  men  work  the 
herd  if  Bruce  did  the  sensible  thing 
and  let  them  cut  out  their  cattle. 
But  Mike  wasn't  sure  Bruce  would 
do  the  sensible  thing. 

''All  we  want  to  do  is  look  over 
your  herd,"  Mike  heard  one  of  the 
men  say  when  he  got  within  hearing 
distance.  "If  you  haven't  got  any  of 
our  cattle,  we  won't  hold  you  up." 

"You're  holding  us  up  right  now," 
Bruce  yelled.  "I've  got  a  deadline 
to  make  and  I  sure  can't  do  it  sitting 
here  gabbing  with  you." 

"Then  you  won't  let  us  cut  your 
herd?"  the  man  asked  angrily. 

"Why  should  I?"  Bruce  snapped. 
"It  would  take  an  hour.  I  can't  af- 
ford to  lose  that  much  time.  There's 
nothing  in  my  herd  that  doesn't 
belong  to  me." 

Mike  held  himself  in  check  with 
an  effort.  If  he  butted  in  now,  he 
would  be  fired  on  the  spot.  Without 
his  wages,  he  and  Sarah  couldn't 
get  married.  They  had  agreed  to 
wait  until  Mike  could  get  enough  to 
buy  a  few  cattle  and  they  could 
start  their  own  herd  down  on  the 
Platte.  The  big  wages  Bruce  Nottle 
had  offered  for  this  drive  was  like  a 
dream  come  true.  Mike  couldn't 
shatter  that  dream  now  when  it 
was  so  close  to  fulfillment. 

Turning  back,  Mike  checked  the 
herd.  Sure  enough,  four  of  the  new 
cattle  were  pulling  out.  He  chased 


them  back  into  the  herd.  They 
were  acting  like  real  bunch  quit- 
ters. Mike  would  be  considered  a 
bunch  quitter  himself  if  he  be- 
trayed the  silence  of  Bruce  Nottle's 
crew  and  told  about  the  strays  in 
the  herd. 

In  an  ordinary  trail  drive,  a  steer 
that  proved  to  be  a  bunch  quitter 
was  usually  marked  for  butchering 
to  supply  meat  for  the  trail  drivers. 
Mike's  fate,  if  he  went  against  the 
others,  might  be  little  better  than 
that  of  a  bunch  quitter. 

The  herd  began  moving  again  and 
Mike  knew  that  Bruce  had  won  his 
point.  The  three  cowboys  had  not 
been  allowed  to  cut  the  herd.  That 
was  against  the  code  of  the  trail  be- 
cause it  was  common  courtesy  to 
allow  any  local  rancher  to  cut  a  trail 
herd  whenever  he  asked. 

MORE  strays  were  in  the  herd 
that  night  when  the  cattle 
bedded  down.  Mike  wasn't  sur- 
prised when  half  the  next  day  was 
spent  putting  road  brands  on  the 
new  cattle.  Mike  was  assigned  to 
holding  the  main  herd  as  it  grazed 
while  the  rest  of  the  crew  did  the 
branding. 

Mike  guessed  that  Bruce  had 
enough  cattle  now  to  fill  his  con- 
tract. He  could  still  point  out  the 
strays  they  picked  up  because  of 
the  strange  brands  on  them.  But 
they  were  all  under  the  one  road 
brand  now  and  Mike  was  sure  that 
Bruce,  being  as  careful  as  he  was, 
would  have  forged  bills  of  sale  for 
all  the  strange  brands  in  his  herd. 

As  Fort  Robinson  came  in  sight, 
nestled    below    the    bluffs    to    the 
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north,  Mike  felt  the  urge  to  dash  on 
ahead.  Sarah  had  promised  to  come 
on  the  stage  and  be  waiting  for  him 
at  the  fort.  But  would  she  want  to 
see  him  if  she  found  out  he  had  been 
a  member  of  a  crew  that  had  been 
picking  up  cattle  along  the  trail? 
On  the  other  hand,  if  he  told  what 
he  knew,  he'd  be  in  real  trouble  and 
he  wouldn't  get  paid.  She  certainly 
wouldn't  want  to  see  him  then. 

Mike  helped  hold  the  herd  while 
four  soldiers,  two  of  them  officers, 
rode  slowly  around  it.  He  knew 
Sarah  must  be  waiting  at  the  fort. 
But  the  nearer  the  time  came  to 
ride  in  and  see  her,  the  dimmer  his 
enthusiasm  grew.  It  wasn't  going  to 
be  easy  facing  her,  even  with  the 
money  they  needed,  when  he  knew 
he  had  gotten  that  money  by  closing 
his  eyes  to  what  had  been  going  on. 

The  soldiers  and  Bruce  Nottle 
finished  their  inspection  and 
stopped  close  to  Mike.  The  major 
nodded  in  approval. 

"Nice  herd,  Mr.  Nottle.  Better 
than  some  we've  bought.  Come  into 
the  fort  and  I'll  write  out  your  draft 
for  the  money." 

Bruce  was  grinning  in  anticipa- 
tion. Before  Mike  realized  what  he 
was  doing,  he  was  nudging  his  horse 
up  to  the  major. 

"Excuse  me,  sir,"  he  said. 
"There's  something  you  ought  to 
know.  There  are  a  lot  of  cattle  in 
that  herd  that  didn't  start  up  the 
trail  with  us." 

Mike  saw  the  shock  on  Bruce 
Nottle's  face;  then  that  shock 
turned  to  livid  fury.  The  major 
looked  from  one  man  to  another. 

"A  man  is  at  the  fort  now,  com- 


plaining that  he  lost  at  least  twen- 
ty head  of  cattle  recently.  He 
thought  a  passing  herd  had  picked 
them  up.  We'll  examine  this  herd 
closer." 

Mike  was  watching  Bruce  Not- 
tle. The  fact  that  Bruce  didn't 
have  a  gun  was  all  that  kept  Mike 
alive,  he  was  sure.  He  realized  that 
he  had  lost  all  his  wages  and  prob- 
ably laid  himself  open  to  plenty  of 
trouble  from  the  rest  of  the  crew  be- 
cause they'd  lost  their  wages,  too. 
But  somehow  he  felt  better  in  spite 
of  all  that . 

The  stray  cattle  were  picked  out 
of  the  herd  by  their  original  brands 
and  Bruce  Nottle  was  arrested  in- 
stead of  paid.  An  hour  later  when 
soldiers  took  over  the  herd,  Mike 
rode  into  the  fort  to  see  Sarah,  won- 
dering how  he  was  going  to  tell  her 
what  he  had  done. 

Sarah  came  running  to  meet  him 
when  she  saw  him.  But  before  he 
could  tell  her  anything,  a  tall  man, 
obviously  a  rancher,  came  toward 
him.  Mike  had  to  postpone  his  ex- 
planation to  Sarah. 

"I'm  Sam  Tillotson,"  the  man 
said.  "Your  boss  had  twenty -two  of 
my  cattle  in  that  herd.  If  you 
hadn't  spoken  up,  I'd  have  lost 
them." 

"I  heard  what  you  did,"  Sarah 
said,  surprising  Mike.  "I'm  glad, 
even  if  we  can't  get  our  herd  started 
now." 

"I  suppose  you  lost  your  job," 
Sam  Tillotson  went  on.  "I  could 
use  a  man  like  you  on  my  spread. 
I'll  pay  you  double  wages.  I  owe  you 
that  and  more.  Where  were  you 
when  I  tried  to  check  the  herd  out 
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on  the  trail?" 

''I  was  riding  drag,"  Mike  said. 
''It  was  my  job  on  the  drive  to  turn 
back  any  bunch  quitters." 

Tillotson  nodded.  "I've  got  a 
drive  coming  up  soon.  But  I'll  see  to 
it  that  you  don't  have  to  work  with 
bunch  quitters." 

Mike  looked  at  Sarah.  "How 
about  it,  Sarah?  It  will  mean 
another  wait." 

"I  think  it's  a  fine  offer,  Mike," 
she  said.  "I'll  wait.  I'm  no  bunch 
quitter,  either."  ■■ 

Restless  Heart 

(continued  from  page  8) 

found  him.  It  was  he  who  had 
found  me.  He  had  been  seeking  me 
all  my  life,  offering  to  me  that  glor- 
ious gift  of  himself  which  I  had 
finally  accepted.  There  is  a  passage 
from  St.  Augustine  which  I  love, 
because  to  me  it  sums  up  my  life. 
Augustine  says  in  a  hymn  of 
praise  to  God,  "Thou  hast  created 
us  unto  Thyself,  and  our  heart 
finds  no  rest  until  it  rests  in  Thee." 


LEARN  HOW  TO  WRITE! 

You  can  stir  up  a  lot  of  debate 
over  the  question:  Can  you  teach 
a  person  how  to  write?  Some  say 
yes;  some  say  no.  But  surely  we  all 
agree  that  you  can  teach  the  tech- 
niques of  good  writing,  you  can 
teach  form,  you  can  help  would-be 
writers  learn  what  editors  like  and 
what  editors  buy. 

These  are  some  of  the  purposes 
of  writers'  conferences;  and  if  you 
are  interested  in  writing  you  should 
attend  some  of  the  best  workshops 


for  writers.  One  of  the  best  is  THE 
JUDSON  WORKSHOP  FOR  WRIT- 
ERS AND  ARTISTS.  This  is  held 
at  Judson  College,  Elgin,  ILL.  This 
year  the  dates  are:  July  27 — August 
2.  Some  of  the  classes  to  be  held 
are:  Articles,  Short  Story,  Poetry, 
Writing  for  Juveniles,  Painting. 

The  Editor  of  THE  LINK,  Dr. 
Lawrence  P.  Fitzgerald  will  lead 
the  Articles  workshop.  Miss  Irene 
Murray,  Assistant  Editor  of  THE 
LINK,  will  teach  the  class  in  Short 
Story  Writing.  We  would  welcome 
persons  who  would  like  to  write  for 
THE  LINK  (or  are  now  writing  for 
THE  LINK)  for  instruction  in  our 
classes.  And  we  will  be  happy  to 
hold  individual  conferences  with 
any  of  you  who  find  it  possible  to 
attend. 

The  Rev.  Joe  Bayly  and  Charles 
Waugamann,  Co-directors  of  the 
Conference,  have  lined  up  a  very 
fine  staff  including,  Harry  Edward 
Neal;  Ralph  W.  Seager;  Dr.  and 
Mrs.  Ben  Browne;  Marion  Van 
Home;  and  others. 

For  detailed  information  write  to 
the  Rev.  Joe  Bayly,  c/o  David  C. 
Cook  Publishing  Co.,  Elgin,  111. 
60120. 

NOTE:  We'd  like  to  offer  two 
scholarships  for  beginning  writers 
of  $75.00  each  which  would  take 
care  of  your  expenses  at  the 
conference  (not  travel).  If  you'd 
like  to  apply  write  Editor,  LINK, 
122  Maryland  Ave.,  N.  E.,  Wash- 
ington, D.  C.  20002.  Write 
promptly.  Open  either  to  a 
military  person  or  civilian.  But 
someone  interested  in  Christian 
writing. 
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By  David  A.  MacLennan 


GRACE"  is  a  girl's  name  and  a 
lovely,  old-fashioned  one,  too. 
If  parents  realize  its  meaning  and 
choose  it  for  that  reason,  they  ac- 
knowledge that  the  child  is  indeed 
a  gift  of  God.  However,  grace  is  more 
than  a  girl's  name.  It  is  a  flexible 
word  with  more  than  one  meaning. 

On  a  restaurant  table  you  may 
pick  up  a  card  containing  three 
brief  prayers.  These  are  prayers  of 
thanks  for  the  good,  and  usually 
contain  a  petition  that  those  who 
eat  may  also  be  blessed.  One  may  be 
for  our  Jewish  friends,  one  for  Ro- 
man Catholic  diners,  and  one  for 
Protestants.  The  card  may  be  called 
''Grace  before  eating." 

A  second  meaning  is  seen  when 
we  hear  an  announcer  speak  of  the 
grace  of  a  girl  or  woman  in  a  beauty 


contest  or  fashion  show.  Then  grace 
means  charm  or  attractiveness. 
Again,  when  the  due  date  of  an  in- 
surance premium  arrives  or  the  date 
when  we  should  make  a  payment  on 
a  note  or  purchase  arrives,  we  are 
relieved  to  know  we  have  so  many 
"days  of  grace."  We  may  have  more 
time  to  make  the  payment  without 
any  added  penalty. 

But  the  most  significant  meaning 
is  the  religious  meaning.  The  Bible 
speaks  much  of  God's  grace,  and  of 
the  grace  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ 
(2  Corinthians  13:14).  Indeed,  the 
New  Testament  is  the  outstanding 
religious  book  written  on  the  theme 
of  divine  grace.  "All  is  of  grace"  is 
one  of  the  affirmations.  (See  Rom- 
ans 5:2;  1  Peter  2:10;  1  Thessa- 
lonians  5:28.) 


Dr.  MacLennan  is  pastor  of  the  First  Presbyterian  Church  (United), 
2231  N.  E.  26th  Avenue,  Pompano  Beach,  Fla.  33064 
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What  Is  the  Grace  of  God? 

One  of  Christianity's  most  influ- 
ential thinkers,  St.  Augustine, 
made  a  curious  comment  about  de- 
fining grace.  He  wrote,  ''What  is 
grace?  I  know  until  you  ask  me; 
when  you  ask  me  I  do  not  know." 
Probably  Augustine  meant  that, 
like  love,  the  richness  of  grace 
makes  any  definition  inadequate. 
''What's  best  worth  saying  in  divin- 
ity and  in  love  can't  be  said."  Yet 
even  though  the  complete  meaning 
may  escape,  we  may  know  the  basic 
meaning.  The  grace  of  God  is  his  un- 
merited kindness.  It  is  through 
grace,  the  undeserved  kindness  of 
the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  that  men 
and  women,  boys  and  girls,  experi- 
ence God's  love  and  the  new  life  of 
the  Holy  Spirit.  Grace  is  God's  free 
gift.  No  one  can  deserve  it  or  earn  it 
or  buy  it.  Divine  grace  is  God's  love 
in  action.  A  once  famous  Christian 
named  John  Henry  Jowett  was  sure 
that 

Grace  is  an  energy;  not  a  mere  senti- 
ment; not  a  mere  thought  of  the  Al- 
mighty; not  even  a  word  of  the  Al- 
mighty. It  is  as  real  an  energy  as  the 
energy  of  the  Divine  affection  rolling 
in  plenteousness  towards  the  shores 
of  human  need. 

Saved  By  Grace 

This  old,  frequently  used  phrase, 
"saved  by  grace"  may  be  used  so 
glibly  and  piously  as  to  qualify  for 
what  one  good  Christian  called 
"swinging  the  Protestant  incense." 
By  this  he  meant  using  pious  words 
just  to  create  a  kind  of  pleasant 
fragrance.  Nevertheless,  we  are 
saved  by  grace  or  not  at  all.  It  is  by 


grace  that  we  are  saved,   changed, 
forgiven,    accepted.    Listen    to    the 
Apostle  (Ephesians  2:8,  9): 
For   by   grace   you   have   been   saved 
through  faith;   and  this   is  not  your 
own  doing,  it  is  the  gift  of  God — not 
because    of    works,    lest    any    man 
should  boast. 

As  rebels  against  God,  fighting 
against  his  love  and  his  plan  for  us, 
we  need  to  be  restoredto  our  proper 
place  in  God's  family,  as  loving  and 
obedient  sons  and  daughters.  God 
takes  the  initiative  to  offer  us  the 
restored  relationship.  This  is  how 
the  Christian  life  begins.  We  re- 
spond to  God's  love  by  our  repen- 
tance, our  right -about -face,  and 
accept  God's  offer  of  unconditional 
forgiveness.  Remember,  too,  that 
God's  grace  enables  us  to  forgive 
ourselves  even  as  we  accept  God's 
pardon. 

Within  this  new  relationship  to 
God  through  Christ  we  become  real 
persons.  As  Dr.  Cecil  Culverhouse 
expressed  it  in  his  book  No  Strings 
Attached  (John  Knox,  Press,  1966) 
we  may  have  life  without  loneliness, 
overflowing  with  joy  and  vitality. 
We  may  experience  health  in  the 
sense  of  wholeness,  with  fear  over- 
come, hostility  toward  each  other 
faced  and  dissolved,  helpless  anger 
toward  unalterable  conditions 
healed.  Also  we  may  move  toward 
satisfying  maturity,  growing  up  to 
understand  and  appreciate  life's 
important  values.  All  this  is  what 
the  New  Testament  means  when  it 
declares, 

But  grace  was  given  to  each  of  us  ac- 
cording to  the  measure  of  Christ's 
gift  .  .  .  until    we    all    attain    to    the 
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unity  of  the  faith  and  of  the  knowl- 
edge of  the  Son  of  God,  to  mature 
manhood,  to  the  measure  of  the  sta- 
ture of  the  fullness  of  Christ  (Ephes- 
ians4:7,  13). 

To  many  who  prefer  "mod"  songs 
to  old  hymns,  John  Newton's  hymn 
sounds  hopelessly  antique.  Never- 
theless, John  Newton  who  was  a 
slave-trader  before  he  became  a 
Christian,  spoke  for  all  who  have 
been  grateful  recipients  of  God's 
redemptive  love  when  he  wrote: 

Amazine  grace!  how  sweet  the  sound, 

That  saved  a  wretch  like  me 
I  once  was  lost,  but  now  am  found. 

Was  blind,  but  now  I  see. 

Yes,  as  Charles  Wesley  knew: 

Plenteous  grace  with  Thee  is  found, 

Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin; 
Let  the  healing  streams  abound; 

Make  and  keep  me  pure  within. 

The  Means  of  Grace 

Have  you  heard  or  seen  this 
phrase?  It  represents  a  wonderful 
reality.  The  means  of  grace  are  the 
various  ways  God  communicates  his 
truth  and  power,  the  ways  in  which 
our  Christian  life  is  nourished.  The 
means  of  grace  include  the  duties 
of  everyday  life  and  the  opportun- 
ities given  us  every  day  to  serve 
Christ  by  helping  others  to  know 
and  serve  him. 

Chief  among  them  are  the  fellow- 
ship of  Christ's  people  within  the 
church,  the  worship  of  God  in 
church  or  chapel,  personal  prayer, 
Bible  study,  and  partaking  of  the 
Lord's  Supper  or  Holy  Communion. 
Of  course,  one  of  the  first  means  of 
grace  is  Christian  baptism.  Grace 
does  come  as  we  worship  God  with 
other  seekers  and  finders  of  his  pres- 


ence. As  we  pray  together  we  realize 
his  presence.  As  we  confess  our  sins 
and  are  assured  of  God's  pardon,  we 
receive  the  grace  of  his  forgiveness. 

Daily  we  need  to  be  forgiven  for 
daily  the  best  of  us  fails  to  live  as 
Christians.  As  we  praise  God  we 
may  experience  God's  gift  of  joy. 
Through  listening  to  the  reading  of 
scripture  and  the  preaching  of  the 
Good  News  we  are  granted  insights 
into  the  meaning  of  life  and  into  the 
meaning  of  doing  God's  will  in  our 
situation  and  world.  Through  the 
offering  of  "minted  blood" — our 
money  —to  support  and  extend 
God's  cause  in  all  of  life,  we  know 
the  grace  of  giving  in  response  to  his 
unsurpassed  gift  of  Christ. 

Grace  Brings  Good  Surprises 

You  never  can  tell  what  God  will 
do  next!  Have  you  not  thought 
that  when  a  defeat,  personal  or  na- 
tional, was  transformed  into  vic- 
tory? When  health  came  to  one  very 
ill  or  hurt?  When  you  were  at  your 
wit's  end  and  light  came  in  the 
darkness  for  you  to  rise  and  walk 
and  you  did? 

True,  Christians  have  no  immun- 
ity from  trouble;  God's  dear  Son  was 
not  granted  escape  from  death  on  a 
cross.  Paul  knew  that  a  sharp  thorn 
is  not  always  removed,  so  he  found 
grace  sufficient  to  live  with  it. 

But  again  and  again  in  life,  God's 
grace  provides  wonderful  unearned 
"dividends"  of  blessing.  When  we 
feel  that  too  much  is  against  us, 
unexpected  reinforcements  come  to 
help  us.  When  we  feel  that  those 
against  the  Christian  cause  are 
stronger  than  those  supporting  it. 
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invisible  allies  go  into  action.  Grace 
is  God's  love  taking  action  to  help 
even  the  unworthy.  It  is  "grace  to 
help    in    time    of    need"    (Hebrews 

4:16). 

His  grace  is  great  enough  to  meet  the 
strong  things — His  grace  is  great 
enough  to  meet  the  small  things — 
The  little  pin-prick  troubles  that 
annoy. 

"God  is  able  to  make  all  grace 
abound  toward  you"  (2  Corinthians 
9:8,  KJV).  ■■ 

ARE  YOU  INTERESTED 

IN  A  CAREER 

IN  RELIGIOUS  JOURNALISM? 

The  Brotherhood  Commission  of 
the  Southern  Baptist  Convention  is 
answering  all  inquiries  for  military 
personnel  with  backgrounds  in 
journalism  who  are  interested  in 
working  on  publications  of  the  South- 
ern Baptist  Convention.  These  publi- 
cations prefer  persons  with  Baptist 
backgrounds  and  college  degrees  in 
journalism  or  English. 

Inquiries  should  go  to  Roy  Jennings, 
director  of  editorial  services,  Brother- 
hood Commission,  1548  Poplar  Ave., 
Memphis,  Tenn.  38104. 

HELP  WANTED 
When  my   kids   ask  for   *' homework" 

help, 

I'm  quiet  as  a  clam; 
I  can't  afford  to  let  them  know. 

How  really  dumb  I  am! 

— Jack  Herbert 

There  must  be  something  to  this 
reincarnation  thing — otherwise,  why 
is  it  that  so  many  women  of  35  can 
remember  things  that  happened  45 
years  ago? 


^. 
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"Aren't   you   supposed  to   be  outside 
the  train  chasing  us?" 


**...and    I     don't     want     any     more 
letters  from  your  mother! " 
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GETTING  TO  KNOW  THE  VIETNAMESE 


By  the  Roadside^  A  Sea  of  Faces 


By  Donald  R.  Brown 


THE  roads  of  Vietnam  can  fur- 
nish an  education — driving 
along  the  highways  and  through 
the  towns  of  Vietnam  and  watching 
the  faces  of  the  people. 

My  job  entailed  much  travel,  and 
at  first,  there  seemed  to  be  just  a 
"sea  of  faces"  along  the  road.  But 
eventually  the  waves  broke  and 
there  were  individuals.  There  is  al- 
ways the  enthusiastic  child — a  boy 
who  looks  about  five -years -old,  but 
may  be  eight  or  nine.  He  is  smiling 
and  waving,  shouting  "You!  You! 
O.K.,"  or  perhaps,  "Give  me  five 
piastres"  —  about  a  nickle  —  or, 
"give  me  chop-chop  for  baby-san" — 
food  for  baby. 

There  are  other  children,  little 
girls  who  are  very  shy,  but  still 
can't  keep  from  looking  at  the  pas- 
sing GI.  Often  there  is  a  child  who  is 
seemingly  unimpressed  with  the 
passing  jeep. 


Other  faces  along  the  roads  in- 
clude the  few  old  men  and  women 
that  have  survived  the  long  years  of 
continual  striving  against  the  many 
invading  forces.  Invariably  they  are 
carrying  impossibly  large  loads  on 
their  frail  backs.  Their  quick,  short 
strides  move  them  along  rapidly. 

There  are  young  faces,  too,  on  the 
roads.  Teen-age  boys — or  men  who 
look  that  young — in  uniform  are 
numerous  along  every  main  street. 

Other  young  faces  are  also  all  too 
evident.  Young  girls  walk  seduc- 
tively near  bars,  or  stand  and  beck- 
on the  passing  American  soldier  to 
visit  their  "establishments."  The 
Vietnamese  girl  can  be  quite  beau- 
tiful, but  these  girls'  beauty  has  be- 
come hardened  by  the  life  they  have 
chosen — or  perhaps  have  been 
forced  into. 

The  one  fact  that  is  always  re- 
alized:  these  faces   belong  to  indi- 
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■•  The  problem  of  a  loose  tooth  is  the  same  for  children  all  over  the  world. 
This  happy  little  boy  is  one  of  the  reasons  why  GI's  help  to  build  schools  in 
the  Republic  of  Vietnam. 


viduals.  Each  one  deserves  to  be  so 
regarded  and  so  treated.  Each  face 
searches  the  passing  faces  of  Amer- 
ican soMiers,  ready  to  react  to  what 
each  sees.  A  little  smile  from  the 
American  is  often  reflected  by  a 
gigantic  grin  from  the  Vietnamese. 


The  faces  that  pass  each  other  on 
the  roads  and  highways  react  in  one 
way  or  another — favorably  or  un- 
favorably. What  the  Vietnamese 
sees  in  the  American  faces  may  have 
a  great  influence  on  the  direction 
that  they  will  turn  in  the  future.    ■  ■ 


The  commander  of  Lackland  Air  Force  Base,  Texas,  received  this 
letter:  **Dear  Sir:  On  April  30th  I  sent  you  a  sullen,  smart-aleck,  dis- 
respectful teen-ager.  Three  months  later  my  husband  and  I  met  a  plane 
in  Amarillo,  when  a  young  man,  whom  we  thought  was  our  son,  stepped 
off  the  plane  with  other  passengers.  This  young  man  spent  14  days  with 
us  and  at  all  times  he  was  soft-spoken,  dignified,  congenial,  respectful, 
and  helpful.  He  even  asked  to  go  to  church  with  us.  My  husband  and  I 
would  like  to  thank  you  from  the  bottom  of  our  hearts  for  your  ability  to 
do  in  three  months  what  we  failed  to  do  in  17  years." — Contributed  by 
Harold  Heifer. 
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What  Did  You  Do 


With  What  You  Had? 


By  Richard  D.Miller 


WHEN  reporters  asked  Vince 
Lombardi  why  his  Green  Bay 
Packers  had  played  so  hard  in  win- 
ning their  final  game  of  the  1967 
season  after  they  had  already 
clinched  the  division  title  one  week 
earlier,  he  replied:  "We  have  God- 
given  talents  and  are  expected  to 
use  them  to  our  fullest  ability 
whenever  we  play." 

Mr.  Lombardi's  reply  is  a  perfect 
commentary  on  Jesus'  story  of  the 
master  who  left  his  estate  in  the 
hands  of  three  servants.  (Read 
Matthew  25:14-30.)  According  to 
their  abilities  he  gave  them  five 
talents,  three  talents,  and  one 
talent  (about  a  thousand  dollars) 
to  manage. 

You  will  recall  that  two  servants 
took  the  risk  of  investment  and 
doubled  their  trust  fund.  The  third 
servant    played  it   safe  and  buried 


his  money  in  a  hole.  He  returned  the 
same  money  he  had  been  given. 

The  master  highly  commended 
the  two  risk-takers  and  sternly  re- 
buked the  no -courage  servant.  He 
was  not  punished  for  having  less 
ability  than  his  fellow  servants  but 
because  he  failed  to  use  the  ability 
he  did  have. 
Our  Abilities  Vary 

The  plight  of  the  man  with  lim- 
ited abilities  should  interest  us. 
Few  of  us  are  highly  talented  (the 
five  type).  Most  of  us  fit  into  the 
mediocre  (two  talents),  or  at  least 
talented  (one  talent)  category. 

Despite  this,  there  are  consid- 
erable pressures  in  our  society  that 
would  lead  us  to  believe  only  the 
five-talent  "leadership  material" 
types  are  important. 

On  every  side  we  hear  that  you've 
got  to  be  a  football  hero  to  get  along 


Chaplain  Miller  is  at  Syracuse  University,  New  York,  this  year.  His 
address:  1212  Kinne  Street,  East  Syracuse,  N.  Y.  13057 
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with  the  beautiful  girls;  that  the 
only  worthwhile  struggle  is  the 
struggle  for  the  room  at  the  top. 
And  that  if  you  don't  make  it  you 
are  a  "nobody." 

According  to  Jesus'  story  this  is 
entirely  opposite  to  God's  plan  for 
his  creation.  It  says  God  has  given 
every  person  unique  abilities.  And 
that  the  dedicated  use  of  each  per- 
son's abilities  are  needed  for  the 
wholeness  of  society. 

The  father  of  a  "non-leader"  son, 
in  completing  an  application  for 
his  son's  admission  to  college  had 
to  answer  the  question,  "What  out- 
standing leadership  qualities  does 
the  applicant  display?"  He  an- 
swered candidly,  "My  son  has  no 
outstanding  leadership  qualities, 
but  he  is  a  dedicated  follower."  The 
application  request  was  answered 
by  the  dean  of  the  college,  who  had 
a  sense  of  humor,  "We  are  most 
happy  to  accept  your  son,  the  only 
follower  in  the  freshmen  class  of  215 
outstanding  leaders . ' ' 

Followers  are  inevitable  and  nec- 
essary. In  plain  fact,  we  know  we 
can't  all  become  corporation  presi- 
dents, or  colonels,  or  super-ser- 
geants. Some  of  us  have  difficulty 
getting  promoted  to  the  next  higher 
grade. 

Jesus  tells  us  that  we  are  "good 
and  faithful  servants"  when  we 
have  faith  to  invest  to  the  outmost 
whatever  ability  we  have. 

In  Vietnam  many  servicemen 
learned  that  their  simple  ability  to 
speak  English  was  a  talent  they 
could  use  in  Christ's  service.  At  Da 
Nang  each  week  scores  of  service- 
men taught  basic  English  conversa- 


tion to  Vietnamese  students  in 
several  Vietnamese  Protestant 
churches. 

The  way  Jesus  explains  it,  we  are 
never  put  down  because  of  our  low 
IQ  or  skill  levels.  We  are  put  down 
only  when  we  are  lazy,  when  we 
refuse  to  put  our  talents  to  use. 

Faith  Involves  Risk 

It  is  clear  the  one-talent  man 
failed  not  because  of  his  limited 
ability  but  because  of  his  determin- 
ation to  play  it  safe.  He  listened  to 
the  world's  wisdom — "Better  safe 
than  sorry,"  "Never  volunteer  for 
anything,"  "A  bird  in  the  hand  is 
worth  two  in  the  bush" — and  be- 
lieved it. 

When  he  appeared  before  the 
master  he  immediately  began  to 
apologize  and  rationalize  his  mo- 
tives. "Master,  I  knew  you  to  be  a 
hard  man  ...  so  I  was  afraid,  and  I 
went  and  hid  ..."  He  knew  he  had 
hid  his  courage  in  the  ground  with 
the  money. 

Faith  involves  risk.  "Never  marry 
a  man  who  wears  both  suspenders 
and  a  belt,"  is  advice  the  Rev. 
Wyatt  T.  Walker  gives  all  young 
women  looking  for  a  husband.  "He's 
a  man  who  wouldn't  take  a  chance 
on  anything!"  he  says. 

Dr.  Walker,  pastor  of  the  Canaan 
Baptist  Church  of  Christ,  Harlem, 
New  York  City,  knows  what  faith  as 
risk  means.  He  started  college  on 
the  one  hundred  dollars  his  parents 
raised  by  mortgaging  their  life  in- 
surance policies. 

He  explains,  "And  they  had  had 
no  guarantee,  whatsoever,  that  I'd 
ever  amount  to  anything.  Whatever 
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dream  it  is  that  you  want  to  bring 
to  your  fingertips,  it  cannot  come  to 
pass  without  some  initial  risk.  For 
if  you  hold  what  you've  got  every- 
thing in  life  will  die.  To  maintain 
the  status  quo  is  to  mete  out  a 
death  sentence  on  all  that  has  the 
character  and  substance  of  life." 

The  five-  and  two-talent  men 
chose  life  when  they  resolved  to  risk 
their  entire  substance  for  the  mas- 
ter. The  one-talent  man  died  when 
he  sold  out  to  the  status  quo  secur- 
ity offered  by  a  hole  in  the  ground. 

Life  is  Commitment 

Nikos  Kazantzakis,  in  the  pro- 
logue to  his  spiritual  testament, 
Report  to  Greco,  lists  these  three 
prayers: 

1.  I  am  a  bow  in  your  hands,  Lord. 
Draw  me,  lest  I  rot. 

2.  Do  not  overdraw  me,  Lord.  I 
shall  break. 

3.  Overdraw  me.   Lord,   and  who 
cares  if  I  break! 

The  third  prayer  of  Kazantzakis 
is  the  prayer  of  the  "good  and  faith- 
ful" servant  who  squanders  his  sub- 
stance, his  very  life,  in  the  service  of 
the  master. 

Bishop  Newbigin  of  the  Church 
of  South  India  tells  the  story  of  a 
young  Catholic  nun  who  was  left  be- 
hind in  the  Congo  during  an  upris- 
ing. All  other  white  people  had 
fled.  For  two  days  she  cried  and  fi- 
nally she  sent  a  message  to  her  su- 
perior to  ask,  "What  do  I  do?"  The 
answer  came  back,  "You  stay,  and 
if  necessary  you  die."  She  stopped 
crying  and  went  on  with  her  work. 

"Is  that  too  harsh?"  Bishop  New- 
bigin asks.  "It  would  not  be  counted 


so  in  earthly  warfare.  Our  warfare 
is  no  less  serious,  and  a  servant  is 
not  greater  than  his  Lord." 

Ultimately,  Jesus  tells  us  through 
this  story  that  wherever  we  are  with 
whatever  gifts  we  have  we  must  do 
what  we  can.  We  cannot  do  more; 
we  dare  not  do  less.  M  ■ 


*To  Headquarters  . . .  And  step  on  it!" 


I 


TIMES  CHANGE 
When  our  fathers  told  us  to  do  some- 
thing around  the  house,  it  wasn't  a 
case  of  what  we'd  get  if  we  did  it,  but 
what  we'd  get  if  we  didn't  do  it. 


PHOTO  CREDITS 
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Things  I  Need 


The  year's  far  spent.  Decision  an  eternity. 

A  seed  of  liope,  sown  in  radiant  splendor 

Burst  forth  in  glowing  youth, 

Upon  whose  shoulders  I  must  cast  the  undone  things  of  my  time. 

To  create  a  beam  of  hope,  I  need 

COURAGE  to  instill  that  which  is  honest  and  true  in  each 
incident  I  am  permitted  to  share.  I  need 

STRENGTH  to  encourage  when  I  see  no  open  door;  to  with- 
stand each  failure  and  to  spur  it  on  to  higher 
goals.  I  need 

PATIENCE  and  understanding;  to  wait  upon  Him  Who  is 
able  to  carry  each  burden  across  the  threshold 
and  to  help  me  to  understand  that  which 
appears  dim  to  my  eyes.  I  need 

LOVE  of  a  Heavenly  Father  who  created  me  in  his 

image  and  breathed  into  me  the  breath  of  life; 
who  gave  me  the  choice  of  freedom  or  bondage. 

The  courage,  the  strength,  the  understanding;  sprinkled  with  the 
everlasting  love  of  God,  I  need. 

— A.  Pearl  Christenson 
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The  New  York  Times  Official  Sports  Record  Book  1969.  Edited  by  Frank  Litsky 
and  Steve  Tyno.  Bantam  Books,  Inc.  271  Madison  Ave.,  New  York,  N.  Y.  10016. 
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The  New  1969  Golfer's  Almanac  by  Charlie  Bartlett.  Edited  by  his  son,  Michael 
C.  Bartlett.  Bantam  Books,  Inc.  271  Madison  Ave.,  New  York,  N.Y.  10016.  $1.50. 

Who  had  the  highest  batting  average  during  the  1968  World  Series  in  baseball? 
The  N.Y.  Times  Official  Sports  Record  Book  1969  will  answer  this  question  and 
many,  many  others.  You'll  find  complete  up-to-date  records  on  some  80  sports. 

The  Golfer's  Almanac  was  written  by  the  late  Charlie  Bartlett  who  was  called 
"the  world's  finest  golf  computer";  and  edited  by  his  son.  Contains  information  on 
all-time  golf  greats,  outstanding  golf  courses,  calendar  of  golf  events,  etc. 

(To  answer  the  question  raised.  There  were  3  batters,  all  pinch-hitters,  who 
had  batting  averages  of  1.000;  2  Cardinals  (Spiezio  andRicketts);  1  Tiger  (Comer). 

The  Beginning  Writer's  Handbook.  Edited  by  Kirk  Polking  and  Jean  Chimsky. 
Writer's  Digest,  22  E.  12th  St.,  Cincinnati,  Ohio.  45210.  $4.95. 

Presents  answers  to  500  of  the  most-asked  questions  from  would-be  writers  on 
such  subjects  as  Agents,  Book  Royalties,  Pen  Names.  Copyright,  Editor-Author 
Ethics,  Plagiarism,  Song  Publishing,  TV,  Photojournalism. 

See  Yourself  in  Print  by  Nan  Gilbert.  Hawthorn  Books,  Inc.,  70  Fifth  Ave., 
New  York,  N.  Y.  10011.  $4.95. 

Not  only  can  you  be  a  writer,  you  already  are.  But  in  addition  to  writing  home 
for  a  check,  there  are  areas  of  professional  writing  where  you  will  need  to  learn  how 
to  do  it,  how  to  discover  some  checks  of  your  own.  Nan  Gilbert  gives  practical  help 
on  finding  markets,  determining  which  markets  are  right  for  you,  preparing  mater- 
ials for  children  and  teen-agers;  and  the  like. 

The  Life  of  the  Spirit  in  the  World  of  Today  by  Gordon  S.  Wakefield.  Macmillan 
Co.,  866  Third  Ave.,  New  York,  N.Y.  10022.  $4.95. 

Here  is  the  story  of  the  development  of  prayer  and  worship  from  the  first  cen- 
tury to  now.  The  author  points  out  that  spirituality  must  begin  from  human  exper- 
ience and  that  true  religion  will  not  simply  accept  the  world  but  will  seek  to  change 
it.  This  book  may  well  lead  you  to  an  adventurous  encounter  with  the  living  God. 
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write  the  copies  of  THE  LINK  which  we  send  out  for  free  to  those  who  have  no 
chapel  funds.  We  do,  of  course,  ask  those  who  do  have  funds  to  send  us  15  cents  per 
copy  to  help  pay  the  printing  bill.  Editor.) 

Real  Inspiration 

Enclosed  are  $3.00  for  a  subscription  for  THE  LINK.  Send  to  my  parents.  I 
picked  it  up  in  church  here  on  base  and  it's  been  a  real  inspiration. 

— Gilmore  C  E  3,  B870182,  CBC,  CTU,  DPPO,  Gulfport,  Miss.  39401 

Tribute  to  My  Son 

I  am  enclosing  a  poem  that  I  recently  composed  as  a  tribute  to  my  son,  Major 
Richard  Hunt,  a  Regular  Army  officer,  who  was  killed  in  Kontum,  Vietnam,  on 
Aug.  20,  1968. 

He  was  an  advisor  to  the  South  Vietnamese  forces,  and  as  such  had  gone  on 
many  missions  to  rescue  troopers  who  were  surrounded  and  being  chewed  up  by  the 
Viet  Cong. 

He  arrived  in  Vietnam  on  May  20,  1968,  and  was  killed  exactly  90  days  later. 
Richard  was  an  all-around  outstanding  officer.  He  had  volunteered  on  many  occa- 
sions to  go  on  rescue  missions.  He  was  awarded  the  Silver  Star,  the  Bronze  Star, 
among  other  decorations;  and  of  course  the  Purple  Heart,  posthumously. 
-Col.  Al  Hunt,  P.  0.  Box  4649,  Northgate  Station,  El  Paso,  Texas. 

A  part  of  Col.  Hunt's  poem  follows: 

Our  country  is  again  in  peril.  Son, 
From  those  who  would  rule  the  world. 
So  as  a  soldier,  Son,  do  your  duty 
And  keep  Old  Glory  unfurled. 

May  God  always  bless  your  memory,  Son. 
Three  years  of  time  are  such  small  amounts. 
It's  not  always  the  things  we  wanted. 
It's  being  a  man  that  counts. 

There  isn't  much  more  to  say,  Son; 
Except  my  pride  and  my  love  for  you. 
We  do  the  things  we  have  to  do. 
Close  out  the  old,  begin  anew. 

I'll  see  you  soon  in  heaven,  Son; 
And  be  proud  to  see  your  happy  face. 
To  me  you  were  a  great  inspiration. 
God  will  give  you  your  rightful  place. 
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Always  laugh  when  you  can;  it  is  a  cheap  medicine.  Merriment 
is  a  philosophy  not  well  understood.  It  is  the  sunny  side  of  exis- 
tence.— Lord  Byron. 

Do  the  thing  you  fear  and  the  death  of  fear  is  certain. — Emerson. 

Be  sure  to  take  an  interest  in  the  future — that's  where  you'll 
spend  the  rest  of  your  life. — Magnificat. 

Hate  is  a  prolonged  form  of  suicide. — Douglas  V.  Steere  in 
Dimensions  of  Prayer. 

The  living  faith  of  the  dead  has  become  the  dead  faith  of  the 
living. — John  Thompson  in  Christianity  Today. 

A  nation's  memory  of  the  past  and  her  hope  of  the  future  depend 
upon  her  dedication  to  the  present. — Don  Jennings  in  Prairie 
Farmer. 

There  is  a  difference  between  people,  but  the  only  difference 
that  really  hurts  is  indifference. — Paul  Boese  in  Quote. 

Great  minds  have  purposes;  others  have  wishes. — Grit. 

An  expert  is  someone  called  in  at  the  last  minute  to  take  the 
blame. — The  Woodmen  Barrel. 

What  the  world  needs  today  is  an  assurance  of  a  tomorrow. — 
Nick  Andrews. 

Conscience  does  not  get  its  guidance  from  a  Gallup  poll. — 
George  E.  Sweazey  in  In  Holy  Marriage. 

There  are  three  kinds  of  husbands — the  prize,  the  sur-prise  and 
the  consolation  prize. — Diane  Withrew  in  The  Toastmaster. 

A  lie  is  the  refuge  of  weakness.  The  man  of  courage  is  not  afraid 
of  the  truth. — J.  C.  Macaulay  in  Moody  Monthly. 

Forgiveness  saves  the  expense  of  anger,  the  cost  of  hatred,  and 
the  waste  of  energy. — Megiddo  Message. 

The  world's  best  tranquilizer — kind  words. — Paul  G.  Stevens. 
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Brief  News  Items 


Demand    for    Scriptures    Among 
Servicemen 

The  American  Bible  Society  re- 
ports that  more  than  two  million 
copies  of  the  Bible  or  parts  of  it  were 
distributed  to  U.S.  servicemen  in 
1968.  There  has  not  been  such  a  de- 
mand for  Scriptures  in  the  Armed 
Forces  since  World  War  II.  The  ABS 
board  of  managers  has  authorized 
a  budget  supplement  to  help  meet 
"emergency  requests"  from  military 
chaplains  at  home  and  overseas. 

The  Rev.  Moses  A.  Knott,  Jr.,  Secre- 
tary for  Advance  Programs  in  the 
U.S.  for  the  American  Bible  Society, 
received  the  1968  Brotherhood 
Award  by  the  Bergen  County  (N.J.) 
Chapter  of  the  National  Conference 
of  Christians  and  Jews,  in  ** recogni- 
tion of  his  service  to  his  community 
and  to  the  Eastern  Seaboard,"  by 
developing  new  ways  to  distribute 
the  Bible. 


Presidential  Prayer  Breakfast 
Broadcast 

Over  41  line  officers,  Navy  chap- 
lains and  local  clergy  (Newport, 
R.I.)  attended  the  first  Presidential 
Prayer  Breakfast  ever  to  be  held  at 
the  U.S.  Naval  Base,  Newport.  The 
broadcast  proceedings  originating 
in  Washington,  D.  C,  were  carried 
to  the  Naval  Base  over  the  Armed 
Forces  Radio  network  and  extended 
to  29  military  bases  overseas  and  to 
95  percent  of  the  servicemen  in 
Vietnam. 

Billy  Graham  spoke  at  the  Prayer 
Breakfast  and  President  Richard 
Nixon  stated  that  each  evening  he 
reads  "a  portion  of  the  thousands  of 
letters"  he  receives  "over  half  of 
which  are  from  persons  who  say, 
'We  are  praying  for  you,  Mr.  Pres- 
ident."" 

The  President  continued,  "As 
great  as  our  problems  are,  with 
faith  in  our  God  and  our  country, 
we  shall  be  able  to  make  these  years 
ahead  great  for  our  country  and  our 
world.  I  want  to  thank  those  in  our 
country  and  across  the  world  who 
are  praying  for  me  and  the  govern- 
ment of  the  United  States." 
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During  a  visit  to  Vietnam  RADM 
James  W.  Kelly,  Chief  of  Naval  Chap- 
lains, presented  CDR  Edward  H. 
Marsh,  II,  CEC,  USN,  commanding 
officer  of  Navy  Construction  Bat- 
talion 133,  a  letter  of  appreciation  for 
playing  the  organ  at  every  Protestant 
service  during  his  tour.  CDR  Marsh 
is  now  attending  the  Industrial  Col- 
lege of  the  Armed  Forces,  Washing- 
ton, D.C.,  and  lives  in  McLean,  Va. 


Puerto  Rican  Poll 

A  poll  taken  for  the  Archidiocese 
of  San  Juan  disclosed  that  81  per- 
cent of  the  Roman  Catholics  living 
in  this  city  of  nearly  600,000  favor 
some  form  of  birth  control.  The  poll 
was  conducted  for  the  archdiocese 
by  the  department  of  social  sciences 
of  the  University  of  Puerto  Rico. — 
Emko  Newsletter. 

Soka  Gakkai 

Soka  Gakkai  (the  Society  for  the 
Creation  of  Value)  was  practically 
non-existent  at  the  end  of  World 
War  11.  Today  16,000,000  Japanese 
and  150,000  non-Japanese  are  mem- 
bers of  the  exploding  sect.  It  is  now 
said  to  be  the  third  largest  political 
force  in  Japan;  in  July  of  last  year 
Soka  Gakkai  won  13  or  14  seats  it 
contested.  Its  major  goal  is  to  set 
up  overseas  chapters  in  more  than 
70  countries  by  1970.  Some  Amer- 
icans, mostly  servicemen  who  mar- 
ried Japanese  women,  are  reported 
to  have  become  converts. 


Portland  Pilgrimage 

Christian  Endeavor's  Portland 
Pilgrimage  will  be  held  in  Portland, 
Maine,  next  month  July  4-6.  Ses- 
sions will  be  held  at  the  Williston 
Congregational  Church  where 
Christian  Endeavor  began  in  1881. 
An  outstanding  group  of  speakers 
has  been  invited.  Winners  in  CE's 
1969  Christian  Youth  Witness  Pro- 
gram will  be  honored  at  the  ses- 
sions. Prizes  totaling  $1,325  will  be 
awarded. 


Opposed  to  Smoking 

"The  physicians  I  know  are  unan- 
imous in  opposing  smoking.  They 
are  disturbed  that  it  has  increased 
since  the  initial  decrease  a  year 
ago.  Smoking  is  a  far  greater  health 
hazard  with  regard  to  coronary 
heart  disease  than  it  is  to  cancer  of 
the  lung  because  of  the  far  greater 
frequency  of  this  type  of  heart  di- 
sease .  .  .  Cigarette  smokers  devel- 
oped twice  as  many  heart  attacks  as 
those  who  didn't  smoke  .  .  .  " — Dr. 
Frederick  J.  Stare  in  The  Washing- 
ton Star. 
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MAJ  Philip  D.  Weinert,  75th  Support 
Battalion  Executive  Officer,  Vietnam, 
presented  a  solid  mahogany  cross  to 
Chaplain  (MAJ)  Paul  F.  Garrity,  to 
be  used  in  the  1st  Infantry  Brigade 
Chapel.  The  mahogany  was  found 
upon  Wunder  Beach,  12  miles  east  of 
Quang  Tri  City,  and  MAJ  Weinert 
spent  his  spare  time  for  several  weeks 
fashioning  the  cross. 

How  About  a 
Coffee-House  Ministry? 

The  Contemporary  Drama  Ser- 
vice, Box  68  A,  Downers  Grove,  111. 
60515,  has  released  a  Coffee  House 
Kit  that  comes  complete  with  a 
ways  and  means  booklet,  a  reli- 
gious folk-music  record  album,  a 
stand-up  message  playlet  with 
scripts,  a  discussion-starter  pack- 
age, program  suggestions,  source 
information  for  free  literature  and 
films,  and  various  other  activity 
materials  for  decoration  and  gen- 
eral coffee  house  operation. 

The  complete  C.D.S.  Coffee 
House  Kit  sells  for  $15.00  plus  .80 
postage. 

Send  Us  Your  News 

Live  news  of  religious  activities 
on  the  field  with  pictures  will  be 
welcome  at  THE  LINK  editorial 
office. 


OF  COURSE  WE   SMOKE. 
A  stench    is  a   stench 
is  a   stench. 

The  Bible  for  Yugoslavia 

A  new  edition  of  the  Bible,  the 
first  in  Yugoslavia  since  World  War 
II,  has  been  published  in  Zagreb, 
Yugoslavia's  second  city.  Three 
editions  are  offered  including  a 
limited  number  of  luxury  editions 
costing  2,000  dinars  (over  $60  or 
$162).  Claim:  The  first  in  Yugo- 
slavia from  the  original. 


Dr.  Wilson  O.  Wei  don  (seated)  editor 
of  the  Upper  Room,  with  two  of  his 
associates — Mrs.  Lucy  Ashford  and 
The  Rev.  Chan  Hie  Kim,  admire 
plaque  of  the  insignia  of  the  South 
Korean  Army  given  to  him  by  General 
Kim  Kae  Won,  Chief  of  Staff,  Republic 
of  Korea,  and  medallion  presented  by 
Admiral  Kim  Yong  Kwan,  command- 
ing officer  of  the  Korean  Navy. 


(DiAcuAAiorL  ^GdfiA. 


THROUGHOUT  this  issue  of  THE  LINK,   you  will  find  five 
articles  prepared  not  only  for  individual  reading,  but  also  for 
group  discussion  and  for  lay  leaders'  helps. 

1.  Sex  Myths  and  Sex  Choices  (page  9) 
Biblical  Material:  1  Corinthians  6:12-19 

What  sex  myths  have  yjou  heard  about  and  how  can  they  be  ex- 
posed? How  do  our  inner  feelings  and  the  goals  we  strive  for  in- 
fluence our  behavior  toward  the  complementary  sex?  How  can  we 
maintain  our  goals  in  other  cultures  that  have  different  ideas 
about  sex? 

2.  What  Is  Love?  (page  24) 
Biblical  Material:  Mark  12:30,  31 

Must  we  learn  to  love  God  before  we  can  truly  love  our  neighbor? 
Why?  Do  you  agree  with  the  author  on  his  ideas  concerning  ''love 
of  self"?  Discuss  the  right  and  wrong  uses  of  the  word  love. 
Theologians  describe  love  as  "spontaneous"  and  "uncaused." 
God's  love  is  not  dependent  upon  our  moral  excellence;  he  loves  us 
even  though  we  are  sinners.  Should  our  love  be  the  same? 

3.  Prophet  Who  Saw  the  Lord  (page  34) 
Biblical  Material:  Isaiah  6:1-13 

What  kind  of  a  prophet  was  Isaiah?  How  did  he  receive  his 
call?  Discuss  the  meaning  of  his  call?  What  was  the  burden  of  Isaiah's 
message?  What  does  Isaiah's  life  and  message  mean  to  us  today? 

4.  More  Than  a  GirFs  Name  (page  46) 

Biblical  Material:  Romans  5:2;  1  Peter  2:10;  1  Thessalonians 
5:28;  2  Corinthians  13:14 

What  is  grace?  Some  Christians  feel  that  God's  grace  is  channeled 
exclusively  through  the  church.  What  do  you  think?  What  do  we 
mean  when  we  say:  "A  man  is  saved  by  grace"?  Can  you  think  of 
instances  when  God's  grace  changed  loss  into  gain,  or  defeat  into 
victory? 
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5.    What  Did  You  Do  With  What  You  Had?  (page  52) 

Biblical  Material:  Matthew  25:14-30 

Appoint  3  persons  in  the  group  to  express  these  three  opinions 
and  then  discuss  them.  (1).  "Not  all  men  are  created  equal.  To  be 
really  successful  you  have  to  have  superior  ability."  (2).  ''The  church 
tells  me  to  use  my  abilities  to  the  utmost;  but  it  never  shows  me  how." 
(3).  'T  prefer  Kazantzakis'  first  prayer.  Moderation  is  always  the 
practical  goal.  Anyone  who  claims  to  be  so  zealous  as  in  the  third 
prayer  is  a  phony." 


®tfi^  Slink  Olal^niar 

THE  month  of  June  ushers  in  Summer  (June  21).  June  1  through  Sep- 
tember 1  is  Washington,  D.C.  Summer  Jubilee.  For  information  write 

to  T.  J.  Foster,  Director,  Special  Events,  1616  K  St.,  N.W.  Washington,  D.C. 

20006. 

June  1.  Trinity  Sunday.  Also  American  Religious  Teachers  Heart  of  Gold 
Awards.  A  special  day  to  pay  tribute  to  America's  religious  teachers. 

June  1-30.  National  Adventure  Month.  Parents  are  urged  to  enjoy  the  out- 
of-doors  with  their  children.  Also  NATIONAL  ROSE  MONTH.  "Amer- 
ica's favorite  flower." 

June  1-7.  Here's  a  good  one:  National  Humor  Week.  "Laugh  and  the  world 
laughs  with  you." 

June  3.  Birthday  of  Jefferson  Davis.  B.  June  3,  1803.  Lived  until  1889. 

June  6.  Anniversary  of  D-Day  (Operation  Overlord).  Allied  Expeditionary 
Force  landed  in  Normandy  on  this  date  in  1944. 

June  7.  Freedom  of  the  Press  Day.  Promote  Press  freedom  in  America. 

June  8.  Children's  Sunday  .  .  .  2nd  Sunday  after  Pentecost .  .  .  Race  Unity 
Day  .  .  . 

June  8-15.  National  Flag  Week.  Honor  the  flag.  (See  page  66  this  issue 
inside  back  cover.) 

June  9-14.  National  Little  League  Baseball  Week. 

June  14.  Army  Birthday.  First  U.S.  Army  established  June  14,  1775... 
Also  Flag  Day. 

June  15.  Father's  Day.  Let  your  Dad  hear  from  you  .  .  .  3rd  Sunday  after 
Pentecost. 

June  22.  4th  Sunday  after  Pentecost .  .  .  "Singing  on  the  Mountain" — 
Grandfather  Mountain,  N.  C. 

June  22-28.  Swim  for  Health  Week. 

June  24.  St.  John  the  Baptist  Day. 

June  27 -July  4.  Freedom  Week.  Special  observances  in  Philadelphia,  Pa. 

June      29.       Independence       Sunday  .  .  .  Nature      Sunday  .  .  .  5th      Sunday 

after  Pentecost. 
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**Now  about  a  refund  in  case  it  doesn't 
workout . . ." 

A  minister  in  Los  Angeles  was  at- 
tending his  church's  annual  bazaar. 
On  one  of  the  tables  he  spied  a  large 
vase.  "Why,  that's  an  exact  match 
for  the  one  we  have  at  home,"  he 
said.  "I'll  surprise  my  wife." 

When  he  unwrapped  his  prize  at 
home,  his  wife  exclaimed,  "That's 
the  one  I  took  to  the  bazaar  yester- 
day."—Edgar  F.  Wright. 
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If  you  drink  a  glass  of  orange  juice 
every  day  for  1200  months,  you'll 
live  to  be  100  years  old. — Paul  G. 
Stevens. 

The  boy  who  could  never  remem- 
ber what  it  was  his  mother  sent  him 
to  the  store  to  get  is  now  sent  to 
Congress  by  the  people. — Jack 
Herbert. 

Grass  Isn't  So  Green 
Grass  is  a  subtle  scheming  thing 
That  times  its  growth  in  such  a 
way 
It  must  be  mowed  and  trimmed  and 
raked 
Just  when  we  have  a  holiday. 

—Walt  Streightiff 

A  woman  went  into  a  pet  shop  to 
buy  a  drinking  trough  for  her  dog. 
"Would  you  like  one  inscribed  'For 
the  Dog'?"  asked  the  proprietor. 

"It  really  doesn't  matter,"  she 
replied.  "The  dog  can't  read,  and 
my  husband  doesn't  drink  water." — 
Club  Bulletin. 

A  woman  complained  to  the  psy- 
chiatrist that  her  husband  thought 
he  was  the  space  satellite.  "There's 
not  much  I  can  do  unless  I  see  him 
personally,"  the  doctor  said. 

"Oh,  you  can,"  the  wife  replied. 
"He'll  be  passing  overhead  in  about 
two  hours." — Ginny  Jacobs  in 
Family  Weekly. 

Danny's  father  feels  strongly  that 
today's  children  are  over -indulged, 
so  he  was  disturbed  when  Danny 
begged  to  be  driven  to  his  school, 
only  three  blocks  away,  because  of 
alight  snowfall. 

"Drive  you  to  school?"  he  ex- 
claimed. "Danny,  why  do  you  sup- 


**I'm  at  the  corner  of  Fifth  and  Elm, 
right  across  from  the  church.  Hurry, 
Bill!  I'll  be  waiting  for  you!" 


pose  that  God  gave  you  two  feet?" 

"One  foot  is  to  put  on  the  brake," 
Danny  answered  seriously,  "and 
the  other  is  to  put  on  the  acceler- 
ator."— Mrs.  Rex  Campbell  in 
Catholic  Digest. 

An  official  at  the  College  of  St. 
Thomas,  St.  Paul,  was  reading  an 
1896  edition  of  the  New  York  Times 
which  had  this  opening  paragraph 
on  an  election  story: 

"New  York  elected  nine  aldermen 
yesterday,  some  of  them  men  of  re- 
spectability."— Minneapolis  Trib- 
une. 

An  Army  recruiting  poster  in 
downtown  Los  Angeles  showed  three 
eager-looking  soldiers.  The  first 
soldier    was    pictured   as    saying:    I 


want  education,";  the  second:  "I 
want  travel,":  and  the  third:  ''I 
want  security."  Underneath,  some 
anonymous  dog-face  had  scrawled 
in  big  black  letters:  "I  WANT 
OUT!" — Thomas  April  in  True. 

A  youngster  who,  after  a  year  in 
kindergarten,  had  entered  primary 
school,  came  home  downcast  and 
glumly  said  to  his  mother,  "Fm  tired 
of  being  teached  to  play.  I  want  to 
be  teached  to  learn." — Rosicrucian 
Digest. 

"Times  change  rapidly  these 
days,"  observed  Senator  Karl  E. 
Mundt.  "Only  a  few  years  ago  the 
moon  was  an  inspiration  for  poets, 
song  writers,  and  lovers;  today  it 
seems  to  be  destined  to  be  just 
another  airport." — Walter  Trohan 
in  Chicago  Tribune. 

The  diner  complained  to  the 
waiter  about  the  pastry  being  stale. 

"Look  here!"  retorted  the  waiter. 
"Our  pastry  chef  was  making  ex- 
cellent pastry  before  you  were 
born!" 

"I  agree,"  replied  the  diner,  "but 
why  wait  all  these  years  to  sell  it?" 
— Howard  Cramer  in  Quote. 

"How  many  times  must  I  tell 
you,"  said  Mother  to  Billy,  "to  keep 
your  eyes  closed  during  prayers?" 

"Yes,  Mom,"  answered  Billy, 
"but  how  did  you  know  I  didn't?" — 
Balance  Sheet. 

A  principal,  proud  of  a  newly- 
painted  wall  in  his  school,  had  the 
following  sign  put  up:  "This  is  a 
partition,  not  a  petition.  No  sig- 
natures are  necessary. — Texas  Out- 
look. 
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Po/Lftie/    QitfM/ 


By  June  Wright  Black 


HERE  SHE  comes  now!  Ah,  the  beauty  of  her!  Notice  the  firm  and 
proud  grip  of  her  escort.  His  eyes  looking  neither  left  nor  right 
but  straight  ahead  with  a  determined  purpose.  He  is  guiding  HER 
down  the  street  for  everyone  to  look  upon. 

Her  beauty  is  breathtaking.  Such  colors  and  graceful  lines.  Her 
floating  movements;  the  lump  she  brings  to  the  throat,  and  the 
vision  of  thousands  upon  thousands  of  strong  and  able  men  who  have 
given  their  very  lives  for  her  protection  and  all  that  she  stands  for. 

Yes,  here  she  comes  now.  Old  Glory  in  all  her  splendor.  Old 
Glory,  the  fairest  of  all!  And  we  weep  without  shame.  Tears  of  pride 
are  the  cleansers  of  the  soul.  Or  are  they  tears  of  gratitude  and 
thanksgiving  for  the  privilege  of  living  in  the  land  she  represents? 

She  is  the  godchild  of  our  forefathers  who  became  the  maiden  of 
their  dreams.  She  is  the  essence  of  hope  who  brings  those  from  other 
shores  to  kneel  at  her  feet.  She  is  the  goddess  who  provokes  her  lovers 
to  battle  for  her  purity.  Strong  and  burly  men  doff  their  hats  to  her. 
Children  stand  to  salute  her  in  classrooms  across  the  country.  Great 
composers  have  written  beautiful  songs  in  her  honor.  She  compels 
men  to  acts  of  bravery,  to  a  strength  unknown  even  to  themselves. 

She  stands  high  and  proud  in  the  village  square  and  hangs  her 
head  in  mourning  when  one  of  her  great  admirers  finishes  the  life  he 
has  devoted  to  her. 

She  IS  the  land  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  brave.  May  she 
ever  be  carried  with  a  determined  but  gentle  hand  and  be  a  light- 
house unto  the  world. 

Old  Glory! .  .  .  .the  Miss  America  who  reigns  in  our  hearts. 

Old  Glory!.  .  .  .a  banner  of  pride,  a  symbol  of  hope  and  peace  for 
the  United  States  of  America  and  the  free  world. 

Long  may  she  endure! 
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'Yes,  here  she  comes  now.  Old  Glory  in  all  her  splendor.  Old 
Glory,  the  fairest  of  all! " 


(See  prose  poem  on  opposite  page) 


